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Daughter  of  P*on,  queen  ofcvVyjoy, 

Hygeta  ! O dcfcend 

Thou  cheerful  Guardian  oftlie  roUiog  year-—  ■ 
Without  thy  cheerful  afti/e  energy 
Ko  rapture  tVells  the  brcaft,  no  poet  fings, 

Ko  more  the  Maids  of  Helicon  dcUghr. 

Come  then  with  me,  O GoUdcfs  heav  nly  pay  1 
Begin  the  fong,  and  let  it  fweetly  flow.— — 

■ With  thy  aid  the  fecrtt  wiids  1 trace 
Of  Nature,  and  with  dartng  fleps  proceed 
Thro’  paths  ttc  Mules  never  trod  before. 

Art  of  Health. 


EMBELLISHED  WITH  SUPERB  ENGRAVINGS. 


Eontion : 

Printed  for  C,  COOKE,  Nu.  17,  Paternofler-Row, 
Ana  Ibid  by  all  the  Bookfeilvrs  In 
Great  Britain. 


Hierros»oAi-  j 


THE 


POETICAL  WORKS 

OF 

JOHN  ARMSTRONG,  M.D. 


CONTAl^MNG  HIS 


ART  OF  HEALTH, 

IN  FOUR  BOOKS, 

BENEVOLENCE,  AN  EPISTLE, 

&c,  4:c. 


TASTBS  AN  EPISTLE, 
IMIT.  OF  SHA*CESPEARE, 
IMIT.  or  SPENSER, 


Not  Id  vain  ftich  Labours  have  we  tryM 
If  oupht  tfii.Te  Lays  the  fickle  Health  confiri&i 
To  yon,  ye  Delicate  1 I write,  for  you 
I tame  my  youth  to  philotbphic  care--;, 

And  grow  hill  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps. 
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LIFE  OF  ARMSTRONG. 


JOHN  ARMSTRONG  was  born  at  Caftleton,  in  Roxburgh- 
ftiire,  North  Britain,  about  the  year  1709.  His  father  and 
brother  were  Minifters  of  the  Church  of  Scotland,  and  much 
refpcdfed  as  able  divines  and  valuable  members  of  I'ociety. 
Our  Author,  having  paffed  through  the  ordinary  courfe  oi  claf- 
fical  education,  was  lent  to  compleat  his  lludies  to  the  Univer- 
ftty  of  Edinbui^h,  where  he  applied  himfelf  to  the  cultivation 
ot  the  I'everal  branches  of  philolbphy  and  medicine,  under  the 
refpedlive  profeflbrs ; and  from  the  reputation  he  had  acquired 
he  obtained  the  degree  of  Dodlor  ol  Phylic,  Feb.  4,  1732. 
He  foon  afterwards  came  to  London,  and  entered  upon  the 
pradlice  of  phylic ; but  never  attained  to  an  eminence  of 
popularity  in  his  profellion,  being  more  I'uccefsful  in  his  poeti- 
cal than  medical  capacity. 

In  1735,  he  publifhed  an  anonymous  pamphlet,  entitled 
“ An  Elfay  for  abridging  tlie  Study  of  Phylic,  to  which  Is 
added,  a Dialogue  betwixt  Hygeia,  Mercury,  and  Plato,  relat- 
ing to  the  pradtice  of  phylic,  as  it  is  managed  by  a certain  il- 
lurtrious  Society  and  an  Epillle  from  Ulbec,  the  Periian,  to 

iolhua  Ward,  Efq.  with  a Dedication  “ To  the  Academic 
'hilofophers,  to  the  Generous  Del'pifers  of  the  Schools,  to  the 
defervedly  celebrated  Jolliua  Ward,  John  Moor,  and  tlie  reft 
of  the  numerous  fedt  of  infpired  phylicians.”  This  fugitive 
piece  intended  to  fatirize  the  empirics  of  the  day,  among  whom 
Ward  had  attained  to  the  higheft  degree  of  popularity,  and 
been  patronized  by  the  King,  contains  much  wit  and  plcafantry, 
and  the  Dialogue,  in  the  opinion  of  the  literati,  polTelies  a 
great  degree  of  the  fpirit  of  Lucian. 

In  1737,  he  publilhed  a “ Sjnoplis  of  the  Hiftory  and  Cure 
of  the  Venereal  Difeafe  inlcribed  to  Dr.  Alexander  Stuart, 
in  a dedication,  reprelenting  that  profeflbr  as  “ a perfon  who 
had  an  indifpuuble  right  to  judge  leverely  of  the  pcrlbrinance 
prefented  to  him.” 

The  fame  year  he  produced  his  celebrated  Poem,  called 
“ The  Economy  of  Love,”  which  has  much  merit;  though 
it  partakes  in  too  great  a degree  of  the  licentioufnefs  of  Ovid, 
from  whole  work  of  the  Art  of  Love,  the  dehgn  appears  to 
have  been  taken.  The  Poem  palled  through  many  Editions, 
more,  there  is  reafon  to  apprehend,  to  the  emolument  of  the 
bookfeiler  than  the  benehtof  the  reader.  In  juftice,  however, 
to  the  charadter  of  the  Author,  it  is  to  be  obferved,  that,  when 
his  Judgment  ripened  with  his  years,  it  underwent  a revilion, 
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in  1768,  and  many  of  the  luxuriancies  of  youthful  fancy  were 
expunged. 

In  1744,  he  publilhed  “ The  Art  of  Prcferving  Health,  a 
D'tdaific  Poem,”  a work  in  which  the  critics  admit  there  is  a 
claflical  corredtnefs  and  clofenefs  of  llile  that  are  truly  admira- 
ble. This  Poeha  laid  the  foundation  of  his  fame,  and  will  be 
a lading  monument  of  his  poetical  talents,  as  well  as  fkill  in 
the  medical  Art. 

In  1746,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  phyficians  to  the  Hof^ 
pital,  for  lame  and  fick  foldiers,  behind  Buckingham  Houfe ; 
and,  in  the  courfe  of  a few  years,  produced  feveral  little  pieces, 
among  which  were  a Poem  “ on  Benevolence,”  and  another 
called  “Tafte,  an  Epiftle  to  a Young  Critic;”  foon  after  which 
he  was  complimented  in  an  elegant  Ode,  addrefled  to  him  by 
Dr.Theobald, — His  Sketchesor  Effays  on  Various  Subjefts,  by 
Launcelot  Temple,  Efq.  being  replete  with  humour,  And  indi- 
cating a general  knowledge  of  mankind,  had  a very  rapid  fale; 
he  is  llirewdly  fufpedted  of  having  derived  much  afliilance  in 
tllis  work  from  the  abilities  of  his  friend  Mr.  Wilkes. 

Soon  after  he  was  appointed  pliyficiait  to  tlje  array  in  Ger- 
many, which  was  in  1760,  he  wrote  a Poem  called  “ Day,  an 
Epiftle  to  John  Wilkes,  of  Aylelbury,  Efq.”  It  appears  from 
the  prefatory  advertifement,  that  it  was  publiftied  without  the 
knowledge  or  confent  of  the  Author,  or  of  his  friend  to  whom 
it  is  addreffed.  In  this  poem  he  wantonly  hazarded  a reflec- 
tion on  Churchill,  which  drew  on  him  the  vengeance  ol  that 
j'evere  Satirift.  The  refledlion  is  contained  in  the  following 
lines: 

“ What  news  to  day  ? I aflc  you  not  what  rogue, 

“ Wliat  paltry  imp  of  fortune’s  now  in  vogue, 

“ What  forjvard  blundering  fool  was  lall  preferr’d, 

” By  mere  pretence  diftingui fil’d  from  the  herd  : 

” With  what  new  cheat  the  gaping  town  is  fmit, 

” What  craxy  fcribbler  reigns  the  prelent  wit; 

“ "W  hat  ftuff  for  winter  the  two  Booths  have  mixt,  . 

“ What  bouncing  mimic  gives  a Rofciad  next, 

Churchill  incenfed  at  this  refledlion  on  his  firft  and  favourite 
Poem  of  the  “ Rofciad,”  took  occafion  in  his  laft  piece,  “ The 
Journey,”  after  referring  to  thofe  who  had  hinted  that  he 
Ihould  ‘‘run  his  ftock  of  genius  out,”  to  conclude  the  cata- 
logue of  fome  contemporary  writers  who  had  obtained  what 
lie  thought  unmerited  celebrity,  with  thefe  pomted  lines  upo« 
Armftrong. 

“ Let  them  with  Armjlrong^  taking  leave  of  fenfe, 

“ Read  mufty  leisures  on  Smevolfncc , 
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“ Or  con  the  pages  of  his  gaping  Hay^ 

“ Where  all  his  former  fame  was  thrown  away ; 

“ Where  all  but  barren  labour  was  forgot, 

“ And  the  vain  ftifr'nefs  of  a letter’d  Scot. 

“ I.et  them  with  Armftrong  pal's  the  term  of  light, 

“ But  not  one  hour  of  darknefs,  when  the  night 
“ Sufpends  this  mortal  coil,  when  memory  wakes, 

“ When  for  our  pall  mildoings  confcience  takes 
“ A deep  revenge : when  by  refletlion  led 
“ She  draws  his  curtain,  and  looks  comfort  dead, 

“ Let  every  Mute  be  gone  ; in  vain  he  turns 
“ And  tries  to  pi-ay  tor  ileep ; an  ^tna  burns, 

“ A more  than  aEtna  in  his  coward  breaft, 

“ And  guilt  with  vengeance  arm’d  forbids  him  reft; 

“ Though  loft  as  plumage  from  young  Zephyr’s  wing, 

“ His  couch  teems  hard,  and  no  relief  can  bring, 

“ IngratUude  hath  pianted  daggers  there, 

“ No  good  man  can  del'erve,  no  brave  man  bear.” 

It  is  obferved  by  a friend  of  Armftrong,  that  he  certainly  af- 
forded ‘‘  the  original  caufe  of  offence,  but  the  retaliation  was 
unjutlifiably  fevere.  Armftrong  was  incapable  of  the  crime 
with  which  he  is  charged,  and  the  imputation  of  ingratitude 
will  never  obfcure  the  charadler  of  a humane,  benetolent, 
kindly-affcdlioned  man  of  genius,  whole  great  offence  was  his 
attachment  to  the  party  in  oppofition  to  Mr.  Wilkes  and  his 
friends.”  Nothing,  indeed,  has  proved  more  fatal  to  the  in- 
tercourl'e  of  friends  than  a dil'agreement  in  politics.  The  in- 
timacy which  had  fubfifted  between  Armftrong  and  Wilkes 
was  certainly  interrupted,  if  not  diffolved,  by  the  demon  of 
party. 

When  the  peace  was  concluded  in  1763,  he  quitted  the 
army,  and  relumed  the  pradlice  of  phyfic,  in  London ; which, 
from  his  indolence  and  inadtivity,  as  was  generally  fuppofed, 
never  tended  much  to  his  emolument.  Armftrong  was  a man 
of  eitenlive  knowledge,  and  a liberal  turn  of  mind,  and  could 
not  fubmit  to  the  mean  arts  of  infinuation  and  cajoling,  to  con- 
ciliate the  favour  of  old  nurl'es  and  gofftps,  which  have  often 
proved  effedlual  in  recommending  young  pradlitioners.  He 
was  rather  difpol'ed  to  pal's  his  time  at  home  in  reading  aud 
ftudy,  and  to  fpend  his  evenings  in  the  fodety  of  men  of  genius 
and  learning,  by  which  means  he  might  at  once  receive  and 
communicate  ufeful  and  entertaining  knowledge  and  inftruc- 
tion. 

In  1770,  he  publiihed  a colledlion  of  Mifcellanies,  containing 
the  pieces  he  had  formerly  produced  leparaiely,  except  the 
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Economy  of  Love,  and  Day,  with  Imitations  of  Shakefpearr, 
and  Spencer,  the  Univerfal  Almanack,  by  Nouradatn  Ati, 
LIbe  Forced  Marriage,  a Tragedy,  Sketches,  &c. 

In  an  advertifeinent  to  his  colledlion,  he  fays  he  “ has  at 
laft  taken  tlie  trouble  upon  him  to  colledl  them,  and  to  have 
them  printed  under  his  own  infpetlion,  a talk  that  he  had  long 
avoided,  and  to  which  he  would  hardly  have  fubmitted  himfelf 
at  lall,  but  for  the  fear  of  their  being  fome  time  hereafter,  ex- 
pofed  in  a ragged,  mangled  condition,  and  loaded  with  more 
faults  than  they  originally  had,  when  it  might  be  pollible  for 
him,  by  the  change  perhaps  of  one  letter,  to  recover  a whole 
period  from  the  moft  contemptible  nonfenfe.  Along  with  fuch 
pieces  as  he  had  formerly  offered  the  public,  he  took  this 
opportunity  of  prefenting  it  with  feveral  others ; fome  of  which 
h^d  lain  by  him  many  years.  What  he  has  loft,  and  efpecially 
what  he  has  deftroyed,  would  probably  enough  have  been 
better  received  by  the  great  majority  of  readers  than  any  thing 
he  has  publiflied.  But  he  never  courted  the  public.  He  wrote 
chiefly,  for  his  own  amufement ; and  becaufe  he  found  it  an 
agreeable  and  innocent  way  of  fometimes  fpending  an  idle  hour. 
He  has  always  moft  heartily  defpifed  the  mobility,  from  the 
loweft  to  the  higheft ; and,  if  it  is  true,  what  he  has  fometimes 
been  told,  that  the  beft  judges  are  on  his  fide,  he  defires  no 
more  in  the  article  of  fame  and  renown  as  a writer.  If  the 
beft  judges  of  this  age  honour  him  with  their  approbation,  all 
the  worrt  too  of  the  next  will  favour  him  with  their’s,  when, 
by  Heaven’s  grace,  he  will  be  too  far  beyond  the  reach  of  their 
unmeaning  praifes  to  receive  any  difguft  from  them.” 

His  Sketches  and  ElTays  difeover  genius  and  learning ; but 
their  merits  ate  eclipfed  by  the  introdudlion  of  vulgar  phrafes, 
and  fcurrilous  epithets. — 

His  Tragedy  of  the  Forced  Marriage  yis.%  offered  to  Garrick 
for  reprefentation  on  the  ftage ; but  refufed  by  him  without 
alfigning  any  reafon — There  is  fome  animation  in  this  piece  ; 
but  it  does  not  appear  to  be  conducted  with  much  jildgment. 

In  1771,  he  produced  a work  entitled,  A Short  Ramble 
through  fome  parts  of  France  and  Italy,  by  Launcelot  Temple, 
Efq.  and,  in  1773,  ® Pamphlet  in,his  own  name,  called  Aledi- 
cal  F.Jfays.  This  little  fketch,  in  which  he  ftates  the  caufes 
of  his  not  being  fo  popular  in  his  profeflion  as  many  pradlition- 
ers,  and  amongft  others  cites  his  not  being  able  to  employ  the 
ufual  means  of  flattery  and  cajoling,  from  an  inherent  pride 
and  an  excefs  of  fenfibility.  He  complains  much  of  the  ille- 
berality  of  fome  of  his  brethren,  and  the  feverity  of  the  critics, 
and  particularly  of  the  reviewers. 

Ele  died  in  September  1779,  and,  to  the  furprife  of  his 

friends. 
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Hriends,  left  behind  him  upwards  of  3000I.  faveJ  by  great  par- 
limony  out  of  a very  moderate  income,  ariling  principally  out  of 
this  half- pay. 

No  Edition  of  his  Mifcellanies  has  been  called  for  fince 
ius  death;  but  his  “Art  of  Preferving  Health,”  has  been 
frequently  reprinted,  and  with  his  other  poetical  pieces,  except 
“ Economy  of  Love,”  was  received  into  the  Edition  of 
lEnglilh  Poets,  in  1790.  It  was  omitted  from  its  immoral  ten- 
ilency,  and  we  have  rejedfed  it  from  the  lame  motive. 

The  following  Verfes  on  the  death  of  Dr.  Armllrong,  ap- 
.jteared  in  one  of  the  public  prints  loon  after  that  event. 

“ Ye  fwains  of  Liddal,  as  you  drive  your  Iheep, 

“ To  verdant  paftures,  or  the  rulTet  fteep ; 

“ If  yet  a Mule  on  Liddal’s  banks  remain, 

“ For  tuneful  Armftrong  make  tlie  plaintive  ftraina 
“ Tho’  from  you  long,  long  from  the  limpid  wave, 

“ In  which  he  lov’d  his  infant  limbs  to  lave  : 

“ Long  from  the  pool,  where  olt'  with  mimic  fly, 

“ He  patient  angled  for  the  filver  fry ; 

“ Yet  were  his  manners  artlefs  as  your  own, 

“ As  plain  as  he  the  world  had  never  known. 

“ The  world  he  fcom’d,  for  well  he  knew  to  fcan 
“ The  crooked  views  of  narrow  minded  man. 

“ Ye  fons  of  Galen,  tho’  he  lack’d  not  Ikill 
“ Like  you,  by  flow  and  I'ecret  means  to  kill, 

“ He  fought  to  lave,  he  fought  to  heal  the  frame, 

“ And  breath’d  Nepenthe  in  poetic  flame. 

“ From  breezy  fummit,  or  fair  op’ning  lawn, 

“ He  bade  his  patients  hail  the  cheerful  dawn ; 

“ Their  villas  build  wide  from  the  marlhy  mead, 

“ But  chief  where  bees  on  fragrant  wild  thyme  feed : 

“ As  death  itfelf  avoid  the  fmoaky  town ; 

“ Refill  th’  enfeebling  luxury  of  down  : 

“ Far  from  the  breall  all  rankling  cares  expel, 

“ And  there  invite  content,  and  hope  to  dwell.” 

The  chardfter  of  Armftrong  was  amiable,  and  of  courfe  re- 
:fpedlabl4.  He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Thomfon,  and  his 
•coadjutor  in  the  dompofition  of  his  admirable  Poem,  “ The 
1 Gallic  of  Indolence  ftanza  the  fixty- eighth  was  written  by 
.\rmllrong.  •“  Though, the  Dodtor  (Thomlbn  writes  his  friend) 

1 Paterfon,  increafes  in  his  bufmefs,  he  does  not  decreafe  in 
ilpleen  ; but  there  is  a certain  kind  of  fpleen  that  is  both  hu- 
mane and  ^reeable,  like  Jaques  in  the  play.”  Thomfon  lias 
adeferibed  his  abfent  moods  in  the  “ Caltle  of  Indolence,” 
Utanza  ten. 
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“ With  him  was  fometimes  join’d  in  lilent  walk, 

“ Profoundly  (iient,  for  they  never  Ipoke, 

“ One  Ihyer  ftill,  who  quite  detefted  talk, 

“ Oft’  Itang  by  fpleen,  at  once  away  he  broke 
“ To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad  o’erihadowing  oak  ; 

“ There  inly  thrill’d,  he  wander’d  all  alone, 

“ And  on  himl'eif  his  penfive  fury  woke  ; 

“ He  never  utter’d  word,  fave  when  firft  (hone 
“ The  glittering  ftar  of  eve — thank  Heav’n  the  day  i« 
done. — 

The  Doilor  lived  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  moft  of  the 
men  of  wit  and  learning  in  his  time;  amongft  whom  were 
Dr.  Grainger,  Sir  John  Pringle,  Mr.  Fufeli,  and  others. 

Dr.  Johnfon’s  Lite  of  .Armltrong  can  hardly  be  called  even 
a Sketch,  as  he  I'peaks  of  him  very  little  as  an  Author,  and 
not  at  all  as  a man.  His  name  is  mentioned  very  refpedlably 
by  feveral  charafters  eminent  for  their  profeirionai  and  literary 
abilities. 

Dr.  Cuming,  of  Dorchefter,  in  a letter  to  a friend,  fpeaks 
of  him  in  the  following  terms;  “ 1 was  early  acquainted  with 
Dr.  Armftrong,  have  olten  vifited  him  at  his  lodgings,  knew 
many  of  his  intimates,-  have  met  him  in  company;  but  from 
my  having  vifited  the  metropolis  fo  feldom  fince  my  relidence 
in  Dorl'etlhire,  I was  not  lb  well  acquainted  with  him  as  I 
Ihould  otherwife  have  been,  or  wilhed  to  be.  He  always  ap- 
peared to  me  (and  1 was  confirmed  in  that  opinion  by  that  of 
his  moll  intimate  friends)  a man  of  learning  and  genius,  of 
confiderable  abilities  in  his  profeflion,  of  great  benevolence  and 
goodnel's  of  heart;  and  tlierefore  totally  unqualified  to  employ 
the  means  that  ufually  lead  to  medical  employment,  or  elbow 
his  way  through  a crowd  of  competitors.” 

His  Art  of  Prrferving  H'.alth,  on  account  of  the  reputation 
it  has  lb  juftly  acquired,  precludes  all  criticifm.  It  is  of  the 
higheft  fpecies  ol  didadlic  poetry,  and  of  a merit  and  charadler 
fo  great,  as  to  rank  with  the  compofuions  of  Lucretius,  Horace, 
Virgil,  Boileau,  Akenfide,  Dyer,  and  Grainger.  Akenfide  has 
attempted  the  molt  rich  and  poetical  form  of  didadlic  writing 
in  his  ” Pleafures  of  Imagination,”  and  in  feveral  parts  luc- 
ceeded  happily,  and  dii'played  much  genius.  Armltrong  has 
not  aimed  at  lb  high  a flrain  as  Akenfide  ; but  he  is  more  equal, 
and  maintains  throughout  a chafte  and  corredl  elegance. 

“ To  deferibe  fo  difficult  a thing  gracefully  and  poetically, 
(fays  Dr.  Warton,  in  his  Refledtions  on  Didadlic  Poetry,)  as 
the  effedls  of  a dillemper  on  a human  body,  was  referved  for 
Dr,  Armltrong,  who  accordingly  hath  nobly  executed  it  at  tlic 
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lend  of  his  Third  Book  of  his  Art  of  Prcfeniing  Htaltb,  where 
Jhe  hath  given  us  that  pathetic  account  of  the  Sweating  Sicknel's. 
'There  is  a claflical  correftnefs  and  clol'enel’s  of  ftile  in  this 
Poem,  that  are  truly  admirable,  and  the  lubjedt  is  railed  and 
aidomed  by  numberlel's  poetical  images  ” 

“ Of  all  the  poetical  performances  on  this  fubjeft,  (fays 
Dr.  Mackenzie,  in  his  Hillory  of  Health,)  that  have  come  to 
my  hands,  Dr.  Armldrong's  Art  of  Frrferving  Health  is  by  far 
the  beft.  To  quote  every  charming  defcription  and  beautiful 
palfage  of  this  Poem,  one  mull  tranfcribe  the  whole.  We 
cannot,  however,  expedl  new  rules  where  the  principal  defign 
was  to  raiJ’e  and  warm  the  heart  into  a compliance  with  tljc 
Iblid  precepts  of  the  ancients,  which  he  has  enforced  with 
i.great  llrength  and  elegance.”  The  Dodlor  concludes  his  eu- 
logium  with  remarking  that,  “ upon  the  whole,  he  has  con- 
vinced us  by  his  own  example,  tl’.at  we  ought  not  to  blame  an- 
tiquity for  acknowledging 

“ One  power  of  phyCc,  melody,  and  fong.” 


Jinifi. 


. ADVERTISEMENT. 

'^HE  Author  of  the  following  Pieces  has  at  laft  taken 
the  tiouhlc  upon  him  to  colleft  them,  and  to  have 
them  printed  under  his  own  infpeflion,  a talk  that  he 
had  long  avoided,  and  to  which  he  would  hardly  have 
fubmitted  himfelf  at  lad  but  for  the  fake  of  preventing 
their  being,  fome  time  hereafter,  expofed  in  a ragged  man- 
gled condition,  and  loaded  with  more  faults  than  they 
originally  had,  while  it  might  be  impoflible  for  him,  by 
the  change  perhaps  of  one  letter,  to  reiiover  a whole 
period  from  the  moll  contemptible  nonfenle. 

Along  witli  fuch  pieces  as  he  had  formerly  offered  to 
the  public  he  takes  this  opportunity  of  prefenting  it 
with  feveral  others,  fome  of  which  had  lain  by  him 
many  years:  what  he  has  loll,  and  efpecially  what  he 
has  dellroyed,  would  probably  enough  have  been  better 
received  by  the  great  majority  of  readers  than  any  thing 
he  has  publilhed. 

But  he  never  courted  the  public  : he  wrote  chiefly  for 
his  own  amulement,  and  becaufe  he  found  it  an  gree- 
able  and  innocent  way  of  fometimes  palling  an  idle  hour ; 
he  has  always  moll  heartily  defpiled  the  opinion  of  the 
Mobility,  from  the  lowell  to  the  highell ; and  if  it  is 
true  what  he  has  fometimes-  been  told,  that  the  bell 
judges  are  on  his  fide,  he  dclires  no  more  in  the  article 
of  tame  and  renown  as  a writer : if  the  belt  judges  of 
this  age  herrour  him  with  their  approbation,  all  tb.e 
worll  too  ot  the  next  will  favour  him  with  their’s,  when 
by  Heaven’s  grace  he’ll  be  too  far  beyond  the  reach  of 
their  unmeaning  praifes  to  receive  any  difguft  from 
them. 
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ART  OF  PRESERVING  PIEALTH. 

IN  FOUR  BOOKS. 

FIRST  PUBLISHED  IS  THE  YEAR  1 744i 

BOOK  I.  AIR. 

T^AUGHTER  of  Pason,  queeti  of  ev’ry  joy, 
Hygeia!*  whofe  indulgtnt  Imile  fuftains 
The  vanou.s  race  luxuriant  Nature  pours, 

And  on  th’  immortal  eflences  bellows 

Immortal  youth,  aufpicious  O del'cend  5 

Thou  cheerful  Guardian  of  the  rolling  year! 

Whether  thou  wanton’ll  on  the  wellern  gale 
Or  lhak’ll  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  north, 

Diffufell  life  and  vigour  thro’  the  tracks 

Of  air,  thro’  earth  and  ocean’s  deep  domain.  10 

When  thro’  the  blue  Icrenity  of  hcav’n 

Thy  pow’r  approaches,  all  thevvalleful  hoft 

Of  Pain  and  Sicknefs,  fqualid  and  deform’d. 

Confounded  fink  into  the  loathfome  gloom, 

Where  in  deep  Erebus  involv’d,  the  fiends  15 

Grow  more  profane.  Whatever  lliapes  of  death, 

Sliook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  globe. 

Swarm  thro’  the  Ihuod’ring  air  j whatever  plagues 
Or  meagre  Famine  breeds,  or  with  flow  wings 
Rife  from  the  putrid  wat’ry  element,  ao 

The  damp  walie  fcrell,  motionlefs  and  rank. 

That  fmothers  earth,  and  all  the  breathlefs  winds, 

|Or  the  vile  carnage  of  ih’  inhuman  field  ; 

’Whatever  banetul  breathes  the  rotten  Ibuth  ; 

Whatever  ills  th’ extremes  or  I'udden  change  15 

•Of  cold  and  hot  or  modi  and  dry  produce, 

"I  hey  fly  thy  pure  effulgence,  they  and  all 
The  fccret  poilons  of  avenging  Heav'n, 

^nd  all  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  train 

ik>f  Vice  and  heet'.iefs  Pleal'ure  ; or  if  aught  30 

of  Hc^h  WJ-;,  accordiiiB  to  the  genealogy  of  the 
.-EicuUpius,  who  a*  wcUaj  Apoilo  W3.i  dii- 

by  the  name  oi  Fxoi:. 
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The  comet’s  glare  amid  the  burning  (Icy, 
Mournful  eclipfe,  or  planets  ill  combin’d. 
Portend  difaftrous  to  the  vital  world, 

Thy  falutary  pow’r  averts  their  rage. 

Averts  the  gen’ral  bane ; and  but  for  thee 
Nature  would  ficken.  Nature  foon  would  die. 

Without  thy  cheerful  aftive  energy 
No  rapture  fwells  the  breaif,  no  poet  fings. 

No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  delight.' 

Come  then  with  me  O Goddefs  heav’niy  gay  f 
Begin  the  Cong,  and  let  it  fweetly  flow, 

And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  wholefome  laws ; 

“ How  beft  the  fickle  fabric  to  fupport 
“ Of  mortal,  man  ; in  healthful  body  how 
“ A healthful  mind  the  longell  to  maintain.” 
’Tis  hard  in  fuch  a ftrife  of  rules  to  chufe 
The  beft,  and  thole  of  moft  extenfive  ule  j 
Harder  in  clear  and  animated  fong. 

Dry  philofophic  precepts  to  convey : 

Yet  with  thy  aid  the  fecret  wilds  I trace 
Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 
Thro’  paths  the  Mufes  never  trod  before. 

Nor  fhould  I wander  doubtful  of  my  way 
Had  I the  lights  of  that  fagicious  mind 
Which  taught  to  check  the  peftilential  fire. 

And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 

O thou  belov’d  by  all  the  graceful  arts. 

Thou  long  the  fav'’rlte  of  the  Healing  Pow’rs, 
Indulge  O Mead  ! a well-defign’d  EfTay, 
Howe’er  imperfeff,  and  permit  that  I 
My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  fliare. 
Till  you  the  rich  Afclepian  ftores  unlock. 

And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Ye  who  amid  this  fev’rifh  world  would  wear 
A body  free  of  pain,  of  cares  a mind. 

Fly  the  rank  city,  fhun  its  turbid  air, 

Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  fmoke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead, 

The  dying,  fick’ning,  and  the  living,  world 
Exhal’d,  to  fully  Keav’n’s  tranfparent  dome 
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With  dim  mortality.  It  is  not  air 
^'hat  tiom  a thouland  lungs  recks  back  to  thine, 

Pated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell, 

']'he  I'poil  of  dunghills,  and  the  putrid  thaw 

()t  Nature,  when  from  rtiape  and  texture  fhe  75 

Itchples  into  fighting  elements; 

1;  is  not  Air,  but  floats  a naufeous  mafs 
()1  all  obl'cene,  corrupt,  offenfive,  things. 

Much  moil! m e hurts  ; but  here  a fordid  bath. 

With  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more  8» 

The  foiid  frame  than  fimple  moilfure  can. 
tcfides,  immur’d  in  many  a fullen  bay 
That  never  felt  the  frefhnefs  of  the  breeze, 

I'liis  flumb'ring  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 
With  fickly  reft;  and  (tho’  the  lungs  abhor  85 

To  drink  the  dun  fuliginous  abyls) 

Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 

Toll’d  from  fo  many  thund’ring  chimnies,  tame 
The  putrid  fleams  that  overfwarm  the  fky. 

This  caultic  venom  would  perhaps  corrode  59 

Thole  tender  cells  that  draw  the  vital  Air, 

In  vain  with  all  thcii  unffluous  rills  bedew’d. 

Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes  that  yawn 
In  countlefs  pores  o’er  all  the  pervious  Ikin 
Imbib’d,  would  poifon  the  balfamic  blood,  95 

A id  l oufe  the  heait  to  ev’ry  fever’s  rage. 

VVhilc  yet  you  breathe  away  ; the  rural  wilds 
l.'.vitc,  the  mountains  call  you,  and  the  vales. 

The  woods,  the  Ivreams,  and  each  ambrofial  breeze 
That  fans  the  ever-undulating  Iky,  109 

A kindly  Iky  ! whole  foft’ring  pow’r  regales 
Man,  btafl,  and  all  the  vegetable  reign. 

Find  then  feme  woodland  Icene  where  NatureTmiles 
Benign,  where  all  her  honefl  children  thrive. 

'I'o  us  there  wants  not  many  a happy  feat : 105. 

Look  round  the  linilmg  land,  luch  numbers  rife 
Wc  hardly  fix,  bewilder’d  in  our  choice. 

See  where  enthron’d  in  adamantine  flate, 

Proud  of  her  bards,  imperial  Windlor  fits; 

'I’herc  chule  thy  feat,  in  Ibrne  alpiring  grove 
B z 
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Fali^  bv  tbe  (lowly  winding  Tiiaincs,  or  where 
Broader  (lie  laves  fair  Richmond’s  green  retreat*, 
(Richmond  ! that  lies  an  hundred  villas  rife 
Rural  or  gay.)  O from  ihefummer’s  rage, 

O-wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides  115 

Umbrageous  Ham  ! — But  if  the  bufy  Town 
Attract  thee  (lill  to  toil  for  pow’r  or  gold, 

Sweetly  tliou  may’ft  thy  vacant  hours  poflefs 
In  Hampftead,  courted  by  the  wcllern  wind, 

Or  Greenwich,  waving  o’er  the  winding  flood,  320 
Or  lol'e  the  world  amid  the  fylvan  wilds 
Of  Dulwich,  yet  by  barb’rous  arts  unTpoil’d. 

Green  rife  the  Kcntifh  hills  in  cheerful  Air ; 

But  on  the  marfliy  plains  that  Lincoln  fpreads 
Build  not,  nor  rell:  too  long  thy  wand’ring  feet;  . 125 
For  on  a ruftic  throne  of  dewy  turf, 

With  baneful  fogs  her  aking  temples  bound, 

C^uartana  there  prefides,  a meagre  fiend. 

Begot  by  Eurus,  when  his  brutal  force 
Comprel's’d  the  (lothful  Naiad  of  the  Fens.  130 

From  fuch  a mixture  fprung  this  fitful  pelf 
With  fev’rirti  blallis  fubdues  the  fick’ning  larid: 

Cold  tremors  come,  with  mighty  love  of  reft, 
Convulfive  j'awiiings,  laflltude,  and  pains. 

That  fting  the  burden’d  brows,  fatigue  the  loins,  135 
And  rack,  the  jojnts,  and  ev’ry  torpid  limb. 

Then  parching  heat  fucceetis  till  copious  fweats 
O'erflow,  a ftiort  relief  from  former  ills-. 

Beneath  repeated  (hocks  the  wretches  pine ; 

The  vigour  links,  the  habit  melts  away,  149 

'I'lie  cheerful,  pure,  and  animated  bloom 
Dies  from  the  face,  with  (qualid  Atrophy 
Devour’d,  in  fallow  melancholy  clad. 

And  oft  the  Ibrc’refs  in  her  fated  wrath 

Refigns  them  to  the  Furies  of  her  train,  14  5 

The  bloated  Hydrops,  and  the  yellow  fiend 

Ting’d  with  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

Inqueftot  (ites  avoid  the  mournful  plain. 

Where  ofiers  thrive,  and  trees  that  love  the  lake. 
Where  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flovy ; 150 
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Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll 
Fix  near  the  marlliy  margin  of  die  main  j 
For  from  the  humid  foil,  and  wat’ry  reign 
Eternal  vapours  rile  ; the  fpungy  air 
For  ever  weeps,  or  turgid  with  the  weight 
Of  waters  pours  a founding  deluge  down. 

Skies  fuch  as  thel’e  let  ev’ry  mortal  fliun, 

Wlio  dreads  the  dropfy,  pally,  or  the  gout, 

Tertian,  corrpfive  Icurvy,  ormoift  catarrh. 

Or  any  other  injury  that  grows  i6* 

from  raw  fpun  fibres,  idle  and  unllrung. 

Skin  ill-perfpiring,  and  the  purple  flood 
In  languid  eddies  loit’ring  into  phlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humid  fkies  we  pine. 

For  Air  may  be  too  dry.  The  fubtile  heav’n,  165 
That  winnows  into  dull  the  blafted  downs. 

Bare  and  extended  wide  without  a flream, 

Toofaft  imbibes  th’  attenuated  lymph 

Which  by  the  furface  from  the  blood  exhales  j 

The  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  eflay  170 

Their  flexible  vibrations,  or  inflam’d 

Their  tender  ever  moving  ftru6lure  thaws  ; 

Spcil’d  of  its  limpid  vehicle  the  blood 

A mafs  of  lees  remains,  a drofly  tide 

That  flow  as  Lethe  wanders  thro’  the  veins  J75 

Unaftive  in  the  fervices  of  life. 

Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  thro’ 

The  fecret  mazy  channels  of  the  brain  : 

The  melancholic  fiend  (that  word  defpair 

Of  phyfic)  hence  the  ruft  complexion’d  man  180 

Purfues  whole  blood  is  dry,  whofe  fibres  gain 

Too  ftretch’d  a tone;  and  hence  in  climes  aduft 

So  fudden  tumults  feize  the  trembling  nerves. 

And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  rage. 

Fly  if  you  can  thefe  violent  extremes  185 

Of  Air  ; the  wholefome  is  nor  moift  nor  dry. 

But  as  the  pow’r  of  chufing  is  deny’d 
To  half  mankind  a further  tafle  enfues, 

Huw  bell  to  mitigate  thele  fell  extremes, 

How  breathe  unhurt  the  with’ring  element. 
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Or  hazy  atmofphere ; tho’  cuftoin  moulds 
To  ev’ry  clime  the  foft  Promethean  clay. 

And  he  who  firft  the  fogs  of  EflTex  breath’d 
(So  kind  is  native  Air)  may  in  the  Fens 
Of  Effex  from  inveterate  ills  revive 
At  pure  Montpelier  or  Bermuda  caught. 

But  if  the  raw  and  oozy  heav’n  offend 
Correfl;  the  foil,  and  dry  the  Iburces  up. 

Of  wat’ry  exhalation;  wide  and  deep 
Condu6t  your  trenches  thro’  the  quaking  bog; 

Solicitous  with  all  your  winding  arts. 

Betray  th’  unwilling  lake  into  the  ftream. 

And  weed  the  fored,  and  invoke  the  winds 
To  break  the  toils  where  (Irangled  vapours  lie. 

Or  thro’  the  thickets  fend  the  crackling  flames  : 
Meantime  at  home  with  cheerful  fires  difpel 
The  humid  Air,  and  let  your  table  fmoke 
With  folid  roaft  or  bak’d,  or  what  the  herds 
Of  tamer  breed  fupply,  or  what  the  wilds 
Yield  to  the  toilfome  pleafures  of  the  chafe  : 

Gen’rous  your  wine,  the  boaft  of  rip’ning  years. 

But  frugal  be  your  cups  : the  languid  frame. 

Vapid  and  funk  from  yefterday’s  debauch. 

Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  wat’ry  heav’ns. 

But  neither  thefe  nor  all  Apollo’s  aits 
Difarm  the  dangers  of  the  dropping  Iky, 

Unlefs  with  exercifc  and  manly  toil 
You  brace  your  nerves,  and  Ipur  the  lagging  blood. 
The  fatt’ning  clime  let  all  the  fons  of  Eale 
Avoid.  If  Indolence  would  wiffi  to  live. 

Go  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  flow  year 
In  fairer  Ikies.  If  droughty  regions  parch 
The  Ikin  and  lungs,  and  bake  the  ihick’ning  blood. 
Deep  in  the,  waving  foreft  chufe  your  (eat. 

Where  fuming  trees  refrefli  the  thirfly  Air, 

And  wake  the  fountains  from  their  fecret  beds,  ^ 

And  into  lakes  dilate  the  rapid  ffreain 

Here  fpread  your  gardens  wide,  and  let  the  cool. 

The  moift  relaxing  vegetable  (tore 

Prevail  in  each  repaft  ; your  food  fupply’d  230 
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By  bleeding  life  be  gently  wafted  down 
By  foft  decoftion,  and  a mellowing  heat 
To  liquid  balm  ; or  if  the  folid  mafs 
You  chufe,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave, 

That  thro’  the  thirfty  channels  of  the  blood 
A fmooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flovv, 

The  fragrant  dairy  from  its  cool  recefs 
Its  nectar  acid  or  benign  will  pour 
To  drown  your  third,  or  let  the  mantling  bowl 
• Of  keen  ftrerbet  the  fickle  tafte  relieve  ; 

For  with  the  vifcous  blood  the  fimple  ftream 
Will  hardl)  mingle,  aiid  fermented  cups 

■ Oft  diflipate  more  moifture  than  they  give. 

■ Yet  when  pale  feafons  rife,  or  Winter  rolls 

! His  horrors  o’er  the  world,  thou  may’ft  indulge 
In  fearts  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 
The  mellow  calk  : then  too  the  fcourging  Air 
1 Provokes  to  keener  toils  than  fultry  droughts 
..Allow  ; but  rarely  we  fuch  Ikies  blafpheme  ; 
ilSteep’d  in  continual  rains,  or  with  raw  fogs 
'Bedew’d,  our  feafons  droop;  incumbent  ftill 
■A  pond’rous  heav’n  o’erwhelms  the  finking  foul ; 
iLab’ring  with  ftorms  in  heapy  mountains  rile 
Th’  embattled  clouds,  as  if  the  Stygian  fhades 
Iliad  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  Night, 

Till  black  with  thunder  all  the  fouth  defeends. 
Scarce  in  a Ihow’rlefs  day  the  heav’ns  indulge 
•Our  melting  clime,  except  the  baleful  eaft 
'’Withers  the  tender  Ipring,  and  fourly  checks 
The  fancy  of  the  year.  Our  fathers  talk’d 
Of  fummers,  balmy  airs,  and  fkies  ferene  ; 

ICIood  Heav'n  ! for  what  unexpiated  crimes 
This  difmal  change ! The  brooding  elements 
Do  they,  your  pow’rful  minilters  of  wrath, 
Prepare  fome  fierce  exterminating  plague  ? 

Dr  is  it  fix’d  in  the  decrees  above 
irhat  lofty  Albion  melt  into  the  main  ? 

Indulgent  Nature ! O diflblve  this  gloom  ! 

Jiind  in  eternal  adamant  the  winds 
That  drown  or  wither,  give  the  genial  weft 


>9 


235 


240 


245 


*50 


*55 


260 


265 


a/tt 


ao  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

To  breathe,  and  in  its  turn  the  I'prightly  north. 
And  may  once  more  the  circling  feafons  rule 
The  year,  not  mix  in  ev’ry  monftrous  day  1 
Meantime  the  moift  malignity  to  fhun 
Of  burden’d  ikies,  mark  where  the  dry  champaign 
Swells  into  cheerful  hills,  where  marjoram 
And  thyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  Air, 
And  where  the  cynorrhodon  * with  the  rofe 
For  fragrance  vies,  for  in  the  thirfty  foil 
Moft  fragrant  breathe  the  aromatic  tribes : 

There  bid  thy  roofs  high  on  the  balking  fteep 
Afcend,  there  light  thy  hofpitable  fires, 

And  let  them  fee  the  winter  morn  arife,  » 

The  fummer  ev’ning  blulhing  in  the  welt. 

While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind 
O’erhung  defends  you  from  the  bluft’ring  north. 
And  bleak  afP.iflion  of  the  peevilh  eaft. 

O when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  founding  foreft  fluSluates  in  the  ftorm. 

To  fink  in  warm  repofe,  and  hear  the  din 
Howl  o’er  the  fteady  battlements  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  deep ! 

The  murm’ring  rivulet,  and  the  boarfer  ftrain 
OF  waters  milling  o’er  the  ilipp’ry  rocks 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambrofial  reft. 

To  pleal'e  the  fancy  is  no  trifling  good 
Where  Health  is  ftudy’d ; for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  with  calm  delight  promotes  the  juft 
And  nat’ral  movements  of  th’  harmonious  frame. 
Bcfides,  the  fportive  brook  for  ever  fliakes 
The  trembling  Air  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill. 
From  vale  to  mountain,  with  inceflant  change 
Of  piireft  element,  refrefliing  ftill 
Your  airy  feat,  and  uninfe61ed  gods. 

Chiefly  for  this  I praife  the  man  who  builds 
High  on  the  breezy  ridge,  whofe  lofty  fides 
Th’  ethereal  deep  with  endlefs  billdws  chafes  ; 

His  purer  manfion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach  nor  deadly  putrid  airs  annoy. 

» Tlie  wild  rofe,  or  Out  which  crows  on  the  common  brier. 
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"Bnt  iTiay  no  fogs  from  lake  or  fenny  plain  310 

involve  my  hill ! and  wlierefoe’er  you  build, 

I’Whcther  on  fun-burnt  Eplbm,  or  the  plains 
t'Wafli’d  by  the  filent  Lee,  in  Chtllea  low. 

Or  high  Blackheath,  with  wintry  winds  alfail’d. 

Dry  be  your  houfe,  but  airy  more  than  warm,  315 
lElfe  ev’ry  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  ftrike 
'"Your  tender  body  thro’  with  rapid  pains, 

(Fierce  coughs  will  teafe  you,  hoarlenefs  bind  your  voice. 
Dr  moift  gravedo  load  your  aching  brows, 
rrhefe  to  defy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell  320 

fn  cloifter’d  Air  tainted  with  Ileaming  life, 

I. et  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms, 

*4nd  ftill  at  azure  noontide  may  your  dome 
At  ev’ry  window  drink  the  liquid  Iky. 

Need  we  the  funny  iituation  here,  3*5 

'And  theatres  open  to  the  fouth  commend, 

*4ere  where  the  Morning’s  mifty  breath  infefts 
More  than  the  torrid  noon  ? How  fickly  grow, 

How  pale,  the  plants  in  thofe  ill-fated  vales 

IThat  circled  round  with  the  gigantic  heap  330 

Of  mountains  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 

ITo  feel,  the  genial  vigour  of  the  fun  ! 

kVhile  on  the  neighb’ring  hill  the  roll*  inflames 

rhe  verdant  fpring,  in  virgin  beauty  blows 

IThe  tender  lily  languifliingly  fweet,  33 

D’er  ev’ry  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  roves, 

J. nd  autumn  ripens  in  the  fummer’s  ray. 

Wor  lefs  the  wanner  living  tribes  demand 
The  foft’ring  fun,  whole  energy  divine 

Owells  not  in  mortal  fire,  whofe  gen’rous  heat  340 
Blows  thro’  the  mafs  of  grofllr  elements, 

Rnd  kindles  into  life  the  pond’rous  fpheres  : 
i heer’d  by  thy  kind  invigorating  warmth 
»Ve  ourt  thy  beams  great  Majefty  of  Day  ! 

{f  not  the  foul  the  regent  of  this  world, 

. irft-boin  of  Hcav’n,  and  only  lels  than  God  1 34.6 


THE 


ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

BOOK  II,  DIET. 

“p  NOUGH  of  Air  ; a defert  fubjeft  now. 

Rougher  and  wilder,  rifes  to  my  fight ; 

A barren  wade,  where  not  a garland  grows 
To  bind  the  Mufe’s  brow,  not  ev’n  a proud 
Stupendous  folitude  frowns  o’er  the  heath,  5 

To  roufe  a noble  horror  in  the  foul, 

But  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  Error  leads 
Thro’  endlels  labyrinths  the  devious  feet. 

Farewell  ethereal  Fields  ! the  humbler  arts 

Of  life,  the  Table  and  the  homely  Gods,  10 

Demand  my  long  : Elyfian  Gales  adieu  ! 

The  blood,  the  fountain  whence  the  fpirlts  flow. 

The  gen’rous  llieam  that  waters  ev’ry  part. 

And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life,  conveys 
To  ev’ry  particle  that  moves  or  lives,  15 

This  vital  fluid,  thro’  unnumber’d  tubes 
Pour’d  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded,  fcourg’d  for  ever  round  and  round. 

Enrag’d  with  heat  and  toil,  at  laft  forgets 

Its  balmy  nature ; virulent  and  thin  zo 

It  grows,  and  now  but  that  a thoufand  gates 

Are  open  to  its  flight  it  would  deftroy 

The  parts  it  cherifli’d  and  repair’d  before. 

Befides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 

Melt  in  the  mildeft  mod  neftareous  tide  *5 

That  rip’ning  Nature  rolls,  as  in  the  llream 

Its  crumbling  banks  ; but  what  the  vital  force 

Of  plaftic  fluids  hourly  batters  down 

That  very  force  whole  plaflic  particles 

Rebuild  : fo  mutable  the  ftate  of  man  ! 3c 

For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  giv’n, 

Daily  with  frelh  materials  to  repair 
This  unavoidable  expenfe  of  life. 

This  neceffary  wafte  of  flefii  and  blood  ; 

Hence  the  concotlive  pow’rs  with  various  art  3 
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Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyle, 

The  chyle  to  blood,  the  foamy  purple  tide 
To  liquors,  which  thro’  finer  arteries 
To  different  parts  their  winding  courfe  puiTue, 

To  try  new  changes  and  new  form  put  on  40 

Dr  for  the  public  or  feme  private  ule. 

Nothing  fo  foreign  but  th’  athletic  hind 
Tan  labour  into  blood.  The  hungry  meal 
/Alone  he  fears,  or  aliments  too  thin, 

By  violent  pow’rs  too  eafily  lubdu’d  45 

[Too  fooii  expell’d.  His  daily  labour  thaws 
TTo  friendly  chyle  the  molt  rebellious  mafs 
IThat  fait  can  harden,  or  the  fmoke  of  years  ; 

Nor  does  his  gorge  the  lufeious  bacon  rue. 

Nor  that  which  Ceftria  fends,  tenacious  pafte  50 

■)f  folid  milk.  But  ye  of  fofter  clay, 
infirm  and  delicate,  and  ye  who  walte 
With  pale  and  bloated  floth  the  tedious  day, 

Avoid  the  ftubborn  aliment,  avoid 

TThe  full  repaft,  and  let  fagacious  Age  55 

3row  wifer,  leflbn’d  by  the  dropping  teeth. 

Half  fubtiliz’d  to  chyle  the  liquid  food 
Readied  obeys  th’  aflimilating  pow’rs, 

■And  foon  the  tender  vegetable  mat’s 

Relents,  and  loon  the  young  of  thofe  that  tread  60 

TThe  fieadfad  earth,  or  cleave  the  green  abyfs. 

Or  pathlefs  Iky.  And  if  the  deer  mud  fall, 
in  youth  and  (anguine  vigour  let  him  die. 

Nor  day  till  rigid  age  or  heavy  ails 
Ablblve  him  ill- requited  from  the  yoke.  65 

Bome  with  high  forage  and  luxuriant  eafe 
indulge  the  vet’ran  ox  ; but  wifer  thou 
' lom  the  bald  mountain,  or  the  barren  downs, 

Txpeft  the  flocks  by  frugal  Nature  fed, 
ft  race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercife 
i^efin’d  and  fcanty  fare ; for,  old  or  young. 

The  dall’d  are  never  healthy,  nor  the  cramm’d. 

Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
Totvholefome  food  th’  abominable  growth 
Df  red  and  gluttony  3 the  prudent  tade 
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Reje6ls  like  bane  I'uch  loathfome  lufcioulnci's  ; 
The  languid  ftoinach  curies  e’en  the  pure 
Delicious  fat,  and  all  the  race  of  oil. 

For  more  the  oily  aliments  relax 

Its  feeble  tone,  and  with  the  eager  lymph 

(Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets) 

Coyly  they  mix,  and  Hum  with  flipp’ry  wiles 
The  woo’d  embrace.  Th’  irrefoluble  'oil. 

So  gentle  late  and  bland  idling,  in  floods 
Of  rancid  bile  o’erflows : what  tumults  hence 
What  horrors  rife  were  naufeous  to  relate. 

Chufe  leaner  viands,  ye  whofe  jovial  make 
Too  fad:  the  gummy  nutriment  imbibes, 

Chufe  fober  meals,  and  roufe  to  ailive  life 
Your  cumbrous  clay,  nor  on  th’  enfeebling  down 
Irrefolute  pro'trafl  the  moiniing  hours  : 

But  let  the  man  wliofe  bones  are  thinly  clad 
With  cheerful  eafe  and  fucculent  repaft 
Improve  his  habit  if  he  can ; for  each 
Extreme  departs  from  perfe61r  fanity. 

I could  relate  what  table  this  demands 
Or  that  complexion,  what  the  various  pow'rs 
Of  various  foods  ; but  fifty  years  would  roll 
And  fifty  more  before  the  tale  were  done. 

Befides,  there  often  lui  ks  fome  namelefs,  ftrange. 
Peculiar  thing,  nor  on  the  dcin  difplay’d, 

Felt  in  the  pulfe,  nor  in  the  habit  feen. 

Which  finds  a poifon  in  the  food  that  mod 
The  temp’rature  affefls.  There  are  whofe  blood 
Impetuous  rages  thro’  the  turgid  veins 
Who  better  bear  the  fiery  f ruits  of  Ind 
Than  the  moid'melon  or  pale  cucumber: 

Of  chilly  nature  others  fly  the  board 
Supjjly’d  with  daughter,  and  the  vernal  pow’rs 
For  cooler  kinder  fudenance  implore  : 

Some  ev’n  the  gen’rous  nutriment  deted 
Which  in  the  fliell  the  llceping  embryo  rears  : 
Some,  more  unhappy  dill,  repent  the  gifts 
Of  Pales,  foft,  delicious,  and  benign. 

The  balnty  quinteflence  of  cv’ry  flow’r. 
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And  ev’iy  grateful  herb  that  decks  the  fpring, 

The  foft’ring  dew  of  tender  fproiiting  life, 

The  bed  refeftion  of  declining  age 
The  kind  reftorative  of  thofe  who  lie 
' Half  dead  and  panting,  from  the  doubtful  ftrife  iz» 
Of  nature  ftruggling  in  thegrafp  of  death. 

'Try  all  the  bounties  of  this  fertile  globe 

’There  is  not  fuch  a falutary  food 

•As  fuits  with  ev’ry  ftomach  ; but  (except 

Amid  the  mingled  mafs  of  filb  and  fowl,  12  j 

And  boil’d  and  bak’d  you  hefitate,  by  which 

'You  funk  opprels’d,  or  whether  not  by  all) 

T'aught  by  experience  foon  you  may  difcern 
'"What  pleafes,  what  offends.  Avoid  the  cates 
That  lull  the  ficken’d  appetite  too  long,  159 

lOr  heave  with  fev’rifh  flufhings  all  the  face, 

£Bum  in  the  palms,  and  parch  the  rough’ning  tongue, 
lOr  much  diminifli  or  too  much  increafe 
Th’  expenfe  which  Nature’s  wife  economy 
■Without  or  wafte  or  avarice  maintains . 135 

6tich  cates  abjur’d  let  prowling  Hunger  loofe. 

And  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will ; 

They  fcarce  can  eiT  amid  the  various  ftores 
That  burft  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Led  by  fagacious  tafte  the  ruthlefs  king  140 

")f  beads  on  blood  and  daughter  only  lives ; 

The  tiger,  form’d  alike  to  cruel  meals, 

W ould  at  the  manger  darve  ; of  milder  feeds 
The  gen’rous  horfe  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
Tonfines  his  wifli,  tho’  fabling  Greece  refound  145 
IThe  Thracian  deeds  with  human  carnage  wild. 

**rompted  by  indincl’s  never- erring  pow’r 
Each  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment ; 

But  man,  th’  inhabitant  of  ev’ry  clime, 

iWith  ail  the  commoners  of  Nature  feeds.  150 

Oirefted,  bounded,  by  his  pow’r  within 

Their  cravings  are  well-aim’d.  Voluptuous  man 

is  by  fuperior  faculties  mided, 

'■*Iided  from  pleafure  e’en  in  qued  of  joy. 

iated  with  Nature’s  boons,  what  thoufands  feek,  155 
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With  dilhes  tortur’d  from  their  native  tafte 
And  mad  variety,  to  fpur  beyond 
Its  wiler  will  the  jaded  appetite  1 
Is  this  for  pleafure?  learn  a jufter  tafte, 

And  know,  that  temp’iance  is  true  luxury;  i6a 

Or  is  it  pride  ? purfue  I’ome  nobler  aim  ; 

Difmifs  your  parailtes  who  prail’e  for  hire, 

And  earn  the  fair  efteem  of  honeft  meni 
Whofd  praife  is  fame.  Form’d  of  fuch  clay  as  your’s 
The  fick,  the  needy,  Ihiver  at  your  gates;  165 

E’en  modeft  Want  may  blefs  your  hand  unfeen, 

Tho’  hudi’d  in  patient  wretchednel's  at  home. 

Is  there  no  virgin  grac’d  with  ev’ry  charm 
But  that  which  binds  the  mercenary  vow? 

No  youth  of  genius,  whofe  negleSed  bloom  170 

Unfofter’d,  fickens  in  the  barren  ftiade? 

Nor  worthy  man  by  Fortune's  random  blows. 

Or  by  a heart  too  gen’rous  and  humane, 

Conftrain’d  to  leave  his  happy  natal  feat. 

And  figh  for  wants  more  bitter  than  his  own  ? 175 

There  are,  while  human  miferies  abound, 

A thoufand  ways  to  walte  fuperfluous  wealth. 

Without  one  fool  or  flatt’rer  at  your  board. 

Without  one  hour  of  ficknefs  or  difguft. 

But  other  ills  th’  ambiguous  feaft  purfue,  180 

Befides  provoking  the  lafcivious  tafte. 

Such  various  foods,  tho’  harmlefs  each  alone. 

Each  other  violate,  and  oft’  we  fee. 

What  ftrife  is  brew’d,  and  what  pernicious  bane 
From  combinations  of  innoxious  things.  185 

Th’  unbounded  tafte  I mean  not  to  confine 
To  hermit’s  Diet,  needlefsly  fevere  ; 

But  would  you  long  the  fweets  of  Health  enjoy. 

Or  hulband  pleafure,  at  one  impious  meal 
Exhauft  not  half  the  bounties  of  the  year  19* 

Of  ev’ry  realm.  It  matters  not  mean-while 
How  much  to-morrow  differ  from  to-day; 

So  far  indulge  : it  is  fit  befides  that  man. 

To  change  obnoxious,  be  to  change  inur’d  ; 

But  Itay  the  curious  appetite,  and  tafte 
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With  caution  fruits  you  never  try’d  before  ; 

For  want  of  ufe  the  kindelt  aliment 
Sometimes  offends,  while  cuftom  tames  the  rage 
Of  poifon  to  mild  amity  witli  life. 

So  Heav’n  has  form’d  us  to  the  geii’ral  tafte  zoo 
Of  all  its  gifts,  fo  cuftom  has  improv’d 
This  bent  of  Nature,  that  few  fimple  foods 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield, 

But  by  excefs  offend.  Beyond  the  fenfe 
Of  light  refe6lion  at  the  genial  board  405 

’ Indulge  not  often,  nor  protraft  the  feaft 
To  dull  fatiety,  till  foft  and  flow 
A drowfy  death  creeps  on  th’  expanfive  foul, 

1 Opprefs’d  and  fmother’d  the  cclertial  lire. 

'The  ftomdch  urg’d  beyond  its  aftive  tone  2i» 

I Hardly  to  nutrimental  chyle  llibdues 
The  fofteft  food  ; unfinifli’d  and  deprav’d. 

The  chyle  in  all  its  future  wand’rings  owns 
I Its  turbid  fountain,  nor  by  purer  ftreams 
KSo  to  be  clear’d  but  foulnefs  will  remain.  415 

: To  fparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
f'Th’  unripen’d  grape  ? or  what  mechanic  fkill 
I.From  the  crude  ore  can  fpin  the  du£file  gold  ? 

Grofs  riot  trcal’ures  up  a wealthy  fund 
•Of  plagues,  but  more  immedicable  ills  220 

'Attend  the  lean  extreme  ; for  phyfic  knows 
•IHow  to  difburden  the  too  tumid  veins, 
iE’en  how  to  ripen  the  half-labour’d  blood  ? 

IBut  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes 

•Collaps’d  and  fhrunk  with  long  inanity,  425 

And  with  balfamic  nutriment  repair 

rrhe  dry’d  and  worn-out  habit,  were  to  bid 

lOld  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a fecond  fpring, 

•Or  the  tall  afh  long  ravifh’d  from  the  foil 
I riiro’  whither’d  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  dew.  430 
When  hunger  calls  obey,  nor  often  wait 
fTill  hunger  fharpen  to  corrofive  pain  ; 
for  the  keen  appetite  will  feaft  beyond 
'What  nature  well  can  bear,  and  one  extreme 
■(Ne’er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reverfe. 

C a 
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Too  greedily  th’  exhaufted  veins  abloib 
Tlie  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  pow’rs 
Oft’  to  th’  exlin6lion  of  the  vital  flame. 

To  the  pale  cities  by  tlie  firm-fet  liege 

And  famine  humbled  may  this  verfe  be  borne  ; 240 

And  hear  ye  hardiefl;  Sons  that  Albion  breeds. 

Long  tofs’d  and  familh’d  on  the  wat’y  main ! 

The  war  fliook  off,  or  hofpitable  Ihore 
Attain’d,  with  temp’rance  bear  the  (hock  of  joy, 

Npr  crown  witli  feftive  rites  th’  aufpicious  day  ; 245 

Such  feaft  might  prove  more  fatal  than  the  waves. 

Than  war  or  famine.  While  the  vital  fire 
Burns  feebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on, 

But  prudently  foment  the  wand’ring  fpark 
Witli  what  the  fooneft  feeds  its  kindred  touch  ; 250 

Be  frugal  e’en  of  that ; a little  give 
At  firft,  that  kindled  add  a little  more. 

Till  by  delib’rate  nourifliing  the  flame 
Reviv’d  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

But  tho'  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jejune) 

Extremes  have  each  their  vice,  it  much  avails 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that ; fo  nature  learns  to  bear 
Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.  Belides,  a meagre  day  fubdues 
The  cruder  clods  by  (loth  or  luxury 
Collefted,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 

Sometimes  a coy  averfion  to  the  feaft 
Comes  on  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lowers  ; 

Then  is  a time  to  (him  the  tempting  board. 

Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day  : 

Perhaps  a fall:  lb  feafonable  ftarves 
The 'latent  feeds  of  woe,  which  rooted  once 
Might  coft  you  labour  : but  the  day  return’d 
Of  feftal  luxury,  the  wife  indulge 
Moft  in  the  tender  vegetable  breed  ; 

Then  chiefly  when  the  fummer  beams  inflame 
The  brazen  heav’ns,  or  angry  Sirius  flieds 
A tev’rilh  taint  thro’  theftill  gulf  of  air } 

The  moift  cool  viands  then,  and  flowing  cup 
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'From  the  frefh  dairy-virgin’s  lib’ial  hand, 

1 Will  lave  your  head  from  harm  tho’  round  the  world  , 
‘The  dreaded  caufos*  roll  his  wafteful  fires. 

[Pale humid  Winter  loves  the  gen’rous  board, 

'The  meal  more  copious,  and  a warmer  fare.  aSo 

And  longs  with  old  wood  and  old  wine  to  cheer 
[ His  quaking  heart.  The  feafons  which  divide 
Th)  empires  of  heat  and  cold,  by  neither  claim’d, 

! Influenc’d  by  both,  a middle  regimen 
; Impofe.  Thro’ autumn’s  languifhing  domain  285 
■ Dcfcending  Nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury : but  from  the  depth 
I Of  winter,  when  th’  invigorated  year 
i Emerges,  when  Favonius,  flufli’d  with  love, 

Toyful  and  young,  in  ev’ry  breeze  defcends  29® 

More  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride. 

Then  Shepherds  ' then  begin  to  fpare  your  flocks, 

. And  learn  with  wife  humanity  to  chdck 
The  luft  of  blood.  Now  pregnant  earth  commits 
, A various  offspring  to  th’  indulgent  fky,  29  5 

. Now  bounteous  Nature  feeds  with  lavifti  hand 
The  prone  creation,  yields  what  once  fuflic’d 
Their  dainty  fovc’reign  when  the  world  was  young, 

Ere  yet  the  barb’rous  third  of  blood  had  feized 
The  human  bread. — Each  rolling  month  matures 
The  food  that  luits  it  mod;  lb  does  each  clime.  301 
Far  in  the  horrid  realms  of  Winter,  where 
Th’  edablifh’d  ocean  heaps  a mondrous  wade 
’ Of  diining  rocks  and  mountains  to  the  pole. 

There  lives  a hardy  race,  whofe  plained  wants  305 
Relentlefs  eaith,  their  cruel  dep-mother, 

. Regards  not.  On  the  wade  of  iron  fields 
Untam’d,  intrafl able,  no  harveds  wave  ; 

Pomona  hates  them,  and  the  clownifli  god 
Who  tends  the  garden.  In  this  frozen  world  310 

: Such  cooling  gifts  were  vain  ; a fitter  meal 
Is  earn’d  with  eafe,  for  here  the  fruitful  fpawn 
‘ Of  ocean  fwarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 
With  gtn’rous  fare  and  luxury  profufe. 

# The  burning  fever. 
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Thefe  are  tlieir  bread,  the  only  bread  they  knovv^ 

Thel'e  and  their  willing  Have  the  deer,  that  crops 
The  flirubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 

Girt  by  the  burning  zone  not  thus  the  South 
Her  fwarthy  fons  in  either  Ind  maintains, 

Or  thirfty  Libya,  from  whole  fervid  loins  ' 320 

The  lion  burfts,  and  ev’ry  fiend  that  roams 
Th’  affrighted  wildernel's.  The  mountain  herd 
Aduft  and  dry  no  fweet  repaft  affords, 

Nor  does  the  tepid  main  fucli  kinds  produce, 

So  perfect,  fo  delicious,  as  the  fhoals  325 

Of  icy  Zembla.  Rafhly  where  the  blood 
Brews  fev’rifh  frays,  where  fcarce  the  tubes  fufiain 
Its  tumid  fervour  and  tempettuous  courfe, 

Kind  Nature  tempts  not  to  fuch  gifts  as  thefe ; 

But  here  in  livid  ripenefs  melts  the  grape,  330 

Here  finidi’d  by  invigorating  I'uns, 

Thro’  ilie  green  fhade  the  golden  orange  glows. 
Spontaneous  ; here  the  turgid  melon  yields 
A gen’rous  pulp,  the  coco  fwells  on  high 
With  milky  riches,  and  in  horrid  mail  335 

The  crifp  anana  wraps  its  poignant  fweets, 

Earth’s  vaunted  progeny!  in  ruder  air 
Too  coy  to  flourifh,  ev’n  too  proud  to  live. 

Or  hardly  rais’d  by  artificial  fire 

To  vapid  life  : here  with  a roother’s  fmile  34.0 

Glad  Amalthea  pours  her  copious  horn  ; 

Here  buxom  Ceres  reigns  ; th’  autumnal  fea 
In  boundlefs  billows  flu6luates  o’er  their  plains  t 
What  fuit?  the  climate  beft,  what  fuits  the  men. 

Nature  proful'es  moft,  and  mod  the  tafte  345 

Demands.  The  fountain  edg’d  with  racy  wine 
Or  acid  fruit  bedews  their  thirfty  fouls; 

The  breeze  eternal  breathing  round  their  limbs 
Supports  in  elfe  intolerable  air. 

While  the  cool  jjalm,  the  plantain,  and  the  grove  350 
That  waves  on  gloomy  Leb.rnon,  aflliage 
The  torrid  hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 

Now  come  ye  Naiads  1 to  the  fountains  lead  ; 

Now  let  me  wander  thro’  your  gelid  reign ; 
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burn  to  view  th’  entlnifiaftic  wilds  555 

8y  mortal  elfe  untrod.  I hear  the  din 
Of  waters  thund’ring  o’er  the  ruin’d  cliffs  j 
tiYith  holy  rev’rence  I approach  the  rocks 
**Vhence  glide  the  ftreams  renown’d  in  ancient  fong. 
Here  from  the  defert  down  the  rumbling  fteep  360 

Pirft  fprings  the  Nile,  here  burfts  the  founding  Po 
n angry  waves,  Euphrates  hence  devolves 
A.  mighty  flood  to  water  half  the  eaft, 

And  there  in  Gothic  tblitude  reclin’d 

The  cheerlefs  Tanais  pours  his  hoary  um.  365 

What  folemn  twilight ! what  llupendous  fliades 

f nwrap  thefe  infant  floods  ! thro’  ev’ry  nerve 

A facred  horror  thrills,  a pleafing  fear 

Glides  o’er  my  frame.  The  forefl  deepens  round, 

i-'knd  more  gigantic  ftill  th’  impending  trees  . 370 

•litretch  their  e.xtravagant  arms  athwart  the  gloom  I 

Are  thefe  the  confines  of  fome  Fairy  world, 

A land  of  Genii  ? Say  beyond  thefe  wilds 
What  unknown  nations  ? if  indeed  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies  ; and  whither  leads,  375 

ITo  what  ftrange  regions,  or  of  bill's  or  pain, 

That  fubterraneous  way  ? Propitious  Maids  ! 

Gonduft  me  while  with  fearful  tleps  I tread 
ilThis  trembling  ground.  The  talk  remains  to  ling, 
’■four  gifts,  (to  Paeon,  fo  the  Pow’rs  of  Health, 
Gommand)  to  praile  your  crylfal  element, 

TThe  chief  ingredient  in  Heav’n's  various  works, 
Whofe  flexile  genius  fparkles  in  the  gem, 

Grows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine, 

IThe  vehicle,  the  Iburce  of  nutriment, 
lAnd  life  to  all  (hat  vegetate  or  live. 

O comfortable  Streams  ! with  eager  lips. 

And  trembling  hand  the  languid  thirfty  quaff 
New  life  in  you  j frefh  vigour  tills  their  veins. 

No  warmer  cups  the  rural  ages  knew. 

None  warmer  (bught  the  fires  of  humankind  ; 

Happy  in  temp’ rate  peace  their  equal  days 
Pelt  not  th'  alternate  fits  of  fev’rifh  mirth 
And  fick  dejeftipn : Itill  ferene  and  pleas’d 
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They  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tender  foul 
With  pleafure  yields  to,  and  would  ne’er  forget: 

Bleft  with  divine  immunity  from  ails 
Long  centuries  they  liv’d  ; their  only  fate 
Was  ripe  old  age,  and  rather  fleep  than  death. 

Oh ! could  thofe  worthies  from  the  world  of  gods 
Return  to  vifit  their  degen’rate  fons. 

How  would  they  fcorn  the  joys  of  modern  time. 

With  all  our  art  arid  tojl  improv’d  to  pain  ! 

Too  happy  they  ! but  wealth  brought  luxury. 

And  luxury  on  lloth  begot  difeafe. 

Learn  temp’rance  Friends  ! and  hear  without  difdain 
The  choice  of  water.  Thus  the  Coan  fage  * 

Opin’d,  and  thus  the  learn’d  of  ev’ry  fchool: 

What  lead  of  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  beft  i the  lighted  then  what  bears  the  touch 
Of  fire  the  lead,  and  fooned  mounts  in  air ; 

'I'he  mod  infipid,  the  mod  void  of  fmell. 

Such  the  rude  mountains  from  his  horrid  Tides 
Pours  down,  fuch  waters  in  the  Tandy  vale 
For  ever  boil,  alike  of  winter  frods. 

And  fummer’s  heat  Tecure.  The  crydal  dream 
Thro’  rocks  refounding,  or  for  many  a mile 
O’er  the  chaf’d  pebbles  hurl’d,  yields  wholefome,  pure. 
And  mellow  draughts,  except  when  winter  thaws. 
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And  half  the  mountains  melt  into  the  tide. 
Tho’  third  were  e’er  To  refolute  avoid 
The  fordid  lake,  and  all  fuch  drowfy  floods 
As  fill  from  Lethe  Belgia’s  flow  canals, 
(With  red  corrupt,  with  vegetation  green, 
Sijualid  with  generation  and  the  birth 
Of  little  monders)  till  the  pow’rof  fire 
Has  from  profane  embraces  difengag’d 
The  violated  lymph.  The  virgin  dream 
In  boiling  wades  its  finer  Ibul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  fimple  element  dilutes 
The  food,  or  gives  the  cliyle  fo  Toon  to  flow ; 
But  where  the  domach,  indolent  and  cold. 
Toys  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wine 
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■'h'  infipid  Itream,  tho’  golden  Ceres  yields 
A.  more  voluptuous,  a more  fprightly  draught,  435 
.'‘erhaps  more  a6Hve : wine  unmix’d,  and  all 
'he  gluy  floods  that  from  the  yex’d  abyfs 
«f  fermentation  fpring,  with  fpirit  fraught, 

And  furious  with  intoxicating  fire, 
d.etard  concoflion,  and  preferve  unthaw’d  440 

Th’  embody’d  mafs.  You  fee  what  countlefs  years, 
rrmbalm’d  in  fiery  quinteflence  of  wine. 

The  puny  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 

Yhe  tender  rudiments  of  life,  the  dim 
iJJnravellings  of  minute  anatomy, 

^.laintain  their  texture  and  unchang’d  remain. 

We  curfe  not  wine  ; the  vile  excels  we  blame, 

More  fruitful  than  th’  accumulated  board 
Of  pain  and  mifciy  ; for  the  I'ubtile  draught 
f after  and  furer  Iwells  the  vital  tide, 

A.nd  with  more  aflive  poifon  than  the  floods 
Of  groflTer  crudity  convey  pervades 
The  far  remote  mtandeis  of  our  frame. 

Ah ! fly  Deceiver  ! branded  o’er  and  o’er. 

Yet  ftill  bebev’d  .l  exulting  o’er  the  wreck. 

Of  fobcr  vows  ! — But  the  Parnaffian  Maids 
Another  time  perhaps  fliall  fmg  the  joys, 

The  fatal  charms,  the  many  woes,  of  wine, 

Perhaps  its  various  tribes  and  variotis  pow’rs.* 

Meantime  I would  not  always  dread  the  bowl, 

Hor  ev’ry  trefpafs  fliun.  The  fev’iifli  ftrife  461 

Rous’d  by  the  rare  debauch  fubdues,  expels. 

The  loit’ring  crudities  that  burden  life. 

And  like  a torrent  full  and  rapid  clears 

Th’ obflrudled  tubes.  Btfides,  this  refllefs  world  465 

is  full  of  chances,  which  by  habit’s  pow’r 

To  learn  to  bear  is  eafier  than  to  (hun. 

Ah  ! when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  gold, 

Pr  facred  country,  calls  with  mellowing  wine 
To  moiflen  well- the  thirfty  fuffrages,  470 

fcay  how,  imfeafon’d  to  the  midnight  frays 
Df  Comus  and  his  rout,  wilt  thou  contend 
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With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur’d  ? 

Then  learrf  to  revel,  but  by  flow  degrees  ; 

By  flow  degrees  the  lib’ral  arts  are  won,  47 

And  Hercules  grew  ftrong.  But  when  you  fmooth 
The  brows  of  Care  indulge  your  feftive  vein 
In  cups  by  well-inform’d  experience  found 
The  leaft  your  bane,  and  only  with  your  friends  : 

' There  are  fweet  follies,  frailties,  to  be  feen  481 

By  friends  alone,  and  men  of  gen’rous  minds. 

Oh  leldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep!  I would  not  daily  tafte, 

Except  when  life  declines,  ev’n  fober  cups. 

Weak  with’ring  Age  no  rigid  law  forbids  48 

With  frugal  neflar  fmooth  and  flow,  with  balm. 

The  faplefs  habit  daily  to  bedew. 

And  give  the  hefitating  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play:  but  youth  has  better  joys  ; 

And  is  it  wife  when  youth  with  pleafure  flows  49' 
To  fquander  the  reliefs  of  age  and  pain  ? 

What  dex’trous  thoufands  juft  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch  direft  their  nightly  courfe  ! 

Perhaps  no  fickly  qualms  bedim  their  days. 

No  morning  admonitions  fliock  the  head  ; 49 

But  ah  what  woes  remain ! life  rolls  apace. 

And  that  incurable  difeafe  old  age. 

In  youthful  bodies  more  fcverely  felt. 

More  fternly  aftive,  fliakes  their  blafted  prime, 

Except  kind  Nature  by  fome  hafty  blow  50( 

Prevent  theling’ring  Fates : for  know  whate’er 

Beyond  its  natural  fervour  hurries  on 

The  ianguine  tide,  whether  the  frequent  bowl, 

High-feaibn’d  fare,  or  exercife  to  toil 

Protracted,  fpurs  to  its  laft  ftage  tir’d  life,  50 

And  fows  the  temples  with  untimely  fnow. 

When  life  is  new  the  duftile  fibres  Feel 
The  heart’s  increafing  force,  and  day  by  day 
The  growth  advances,  till  the  larger  tubes 
Acquiring  (from  their*  elemental  veins  51' 

* Tn  tJie  human  body  as  weU  as  in  thofe  of  other  animals  the  1ar(;er  Mot 
vefTels  are  compoled  of  fmailer  oneS)  which  by  the  violent  motiou  and  preAui 
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ondens’d  to  Iblid  chords)  a firmer  tone, 
iftain,  and  juft  fuftain,  th’  impetuous  blood  : 

Kre  ftops  the  growth.  With  overbearing  pulfe 
ind  preflure  ftill  the  great  deftroy  the  fmall, 
iili  with  the  ruins  of  the  fmall  grow  ftrong ; 

■ fe  glows  meantime  amid  the  grinding  force 
f vifcous  fluids  and  elaftic  tubes ; 

B various  funftions  vig’rous  are  ply’d 
ly  ftrong  machin’ry,  and  in  folid  Health 
the  man  confirm'd  long  triumphs  o’er  difeafe. 
ctr  the  full  ocean  ebbs : there  is  a point 
V Nature  fix’d  whence  life  muft  downward  tend ; 
nr  ftill  the  beating  tide  confolidates 
she  ftubborn  veflels,  more  reluflant  ftill 
tt)  the  weak  throbs  of  th’  ill-  fupported  heart ; 
lihis  languiftiing,  thefe  ftrength’ning,  by  degrees 
1(0  hard  unyielding,  unelaftic  bone  ; 
i»hrD’  tedious  channels  the  congealing  flood 
rawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on  ; 

1 loiters  ftill,  and  now  it  ftirs  no  more, 
iftiis  is  the  period  few  attain,  the  death 
■'Nature.  Thus  (fo  Heav’n  ordain’d  it)  life 
fcftroys  itfelf ; and  could  thefe  laws  have  chang’d 
fcftor  might  now  the  fates  of  Troy  relate, 
md  Homer  live  immortal  as. his  fong. 
t'What  does  not  fade?  The  tow’r  that  long  had  flo^ 
•he  crufh  of  thunder,  and  the  warring  winds 
took  by  the  flow  but  fure  deftroyer  Time, 

■)w  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o’er  its  bale, 
aid  flinty  pyramids,  and  walls  of  brafs 
ftfcend.  The  Babylonian  fpires  are  funkj 
fchaia,  Rome, 'and  Egypt,  moulder  down. 

■sme  fliakes  the  ftable  tyranny  of  thrones,. 

•id  tott’ring  empires  rulh  by  their  own  weight. 

tiis  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old,  545 

loft  thtir  cavitiei  by  degreet,  and  degenerate 
imper/icu,  chords  of  fibres.  In  proportion  as  thefe  fmail  vefielsSecome 
loser  I'ft  «tenfiae,  more  rigid,  and  make  a 

5 *‘“1  I'”’"  of  the  blood.  From  this 

eeffels,  and  conliducnt  rigidity  of  the 
fnted  for  human  body  irom  inlancy  to  old  age  is  a«- 
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And  all  thofe  worlds  that  roll  around  the  fun. 

The  fun  himfelf,  fliall  die,  and  ancient  Night 
Again  involve  the  defolate  abyfs, 

Till  the  great  Father  thro’  the  lifelefs  gloom 
Extend  his  arm  to  light  another  world,  550 

And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws; 

For  thro’  the  regions  of  unbounded  fpace. 

Where  unconfin’d  Omnipotence  has' room. 

Being  in  various  fyllems  fluff uates  Ifill 
Between  creation  and  abhorr’d  decay  ; 5SS  , 

If  ever  did,  perhaps,  and  ever  will : I 

New  worlds  are  (fill  emerging  from  the  deep. 

The  old  defccnding  in  their  turns  to  rife.  55*  i 

THE  j 

ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

BOOK  111.  EXERCISE. 

THRO’  various  toils  th’  advent’rous  Mufe  has  pad. 
But  half  the  toil,  and  more  than  half,  remains. 
Rude  in  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  fong, 

Plain,  and  of  little  ornament,  and  I 

But  little  prafVis’d  in  th’  Aonian  arts  : 5 

Yet  not  in  vain  fuch  Labours  have  we  try’d 

If  aught  .thefe  Lays  the  fickle  Health  confirm. 

To  you  ye  Delicate  ! I write,  for  you 
I tame  my  ycuth  to  philofophic  cares. 

And  grow  (till  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps.  10 

Not  to  debilitate  with  tim’rous  rules 
A hardy  frame,  nor  needlefsly  to  brave 
Unglorious  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  ftrength. 

Is  all  the  leffon  that  in  wholefome  years 

Concerns  the  Ifrcng.  His  care  were  ill  beftovv’d  1 5 

Who  would  with  warm  effeminacy  nurfe 

The  tliriving  oak,  which  on  the  mountain’s  brow 

Bears  all  the  blalls  that  fweep  the  wintry  heav’n. 

Behold  the  lab’rcr  of  the  glebe,  vdio  toils 
In  duif,  in  rain,  in  cold,  and  fultry  (kies; 
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.Jave  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  the  flood, 

•bought  anxious  he  what  fickly  ftars  alctiid. 

He  knows  no  laws  by  jflElculapius  giv’n. 

He  ftudies  none  ; yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
nfeft,  nor  thofe  envenomed  fliafts  that  fly 
I'Vhen  rapid  Sirius  fires  th’  autumnal  noon. 

His  habit  pure,  with  plain  and  temp’rate  meals, 

,R.obuft  with  labour,  and  by  cuftom  fteel’d 
To  ev'ry  cafualty  of  vary’d  life, 

(ierene  he  bears  the  peevifli  eafrern  blaft, 
i\nd  uninfefted  breathes  the  mortal  fouth. 

Such  the  reward  of  rude  and  fober  life. 

Of  labour  fuch.  By  health  the  peafanl’s  toil 
liS  well  repaid,  if  exercife  were  pain 
indeed,  and  temp’rance  pain.  By  arts  like  thefc 
i,.aconia  nurs’d  of  old  her  hardy  fons, 

And  Rome’s  unconquer’d  legions  urg’d  their  way 
Unhurt  thro’ ev’ry  toil,  in  ev’ry  clime. 

Toil  and  be  ftrong.  By  toil  the  flaccid  nerves 
iSrow  firm,  and  gain  a more  compacted  tone  5 40 

”'he  greener  juices  are  by  toil  fubdu’d, 
hlellow’d,  and  I'ubtiliz’d,  the  vapid  old 
Mpell’d,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood, 
ifome  my  companions  ! ye  who  feel  the  charms 
p)f  Nature  and  the  year';  come,  let  us  ftray  45 

|*Vhere  chance  or  fancy  leads  our  roving  walk ; 

Come  while  the  foft  voluptuous  breezes  f an 
['’he  fleecy  heav’ns,  inwrap  the  limbs  In  balm, 

And  filed  a charming  languor  o’er  the  foul  ; 

for  when  bright  winter  fnows  with  prickly  frofl  50 

"hfe  vig'rous  ether,  in  unmanly  warmth 

tidulge  at  home,  nor  e’en  when  Eurus’  blafts 

^his  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab’ring  woods. 

Hy  lib’ral  walks,  fave  when  the  ikies  in  rain 
fr  fogs  relent,  no  feafon  fltould  confine  55 

i*r  to  the  cloifter’d  gall’ry  or  arcade. 

Wo  climb  the  mountains  ; from  th’  ethereal  fource 
tnbibe  tht;  recent  gale.  The  cheerful  morn 
♦earns  o’er  the  hills  ; go  mount  th’  exulting  ftecd  : 
Already  fee  the  deep- mouth’d  beagles  catch 
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Tlie  tainted  mazes,  and  on  eager  fport 
Intent,  with  emulous  impatience  try 
Each  doubtful  trace : or  if  a nobler  prey 
Delight  you  more,  go  chafe  the  defp’rate  deer, 

And  thro’  its  deepeft  folitudes  awake  65 

The  vocal  foreft  with  the  jovial  horn. 

But  if  the  breathlefs  chafe  o’er  hill  and  dale 
Exceed  your  ftrength,  a fport  of  lefs'  fatigue. 

Not  lefs  deliglitful,  the  prolific  ftream 

Affords.  The  cryftal  riv’let  that  o’er  7» 

A ftony  channel  rolls  its  rapid  maze 

Swarms  with  the  filver  117  : fuch  thro’  the  bounds 

Of  paft’ral  Stafford  runs  the  brawling  Trent ; 

Such  Eden,  fprung  from  Cumbrian  mountain  ; fuch 
The  Elk,  o’erhung  with  woods  : and  fuch  the  ftream 
On  whof«  Arcadian  banks  I firft  drew  air,  76 

Liddal,  till  now,  except  in  Doric  lays. 

Tun’d  to  her  murmurs  by  her  lovefick  fwains. 
Unknown  in  fong,  tho’  not  a purer  ftream  79 

Thro’  meads  more  flow’ry  or  more  romantic  groves 
Rolls  towards  the  weftern  main.  Hail  facred  Flood  1 
May  ftill  thy  hofpitable  fwains  be  bleft 
In  rural  innocence,  thy  mountains  ftill 
Teem  with  the  fleecy  race,  thy  tuneful  woods 
For  ever  flourifh,  and  thy  vales  look  gay  85 

AVith  painted  meadows  and  the  golden  grain  ; 

Oft’  with  thy  blooming  fons,  when  life  was  new. 
Sportive  and  petulant,  and  charm’d  with  toys, 

In  thy  tranfparent  eddies  have  I lav’d. 

Oft’  trac'd  with  patient  fteps  thy  Fairy  banks,  90 
With  the  well  imitated  fly  to  hook 
The  eager  trout,  and  with  the  /lender  line 
And  yielding  rod  folicit  to  the  fliore 
The’ftiuggling  panting  prey,  while  vernal  clouds 
Ahd  tepid  gales  obfcur’d  the  ruffled  pool,  95 

And  from  the  deeps  call’d  forth  the  wanton  fwamis. 

Form’d  on  the  Samian  fchool,  or  thofe  of  Ind 
There  are  who  think  thefe  paftimes  fcarce  humane  : 

Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relentlefs  1) 

His  life  is  pure  that  wears  no  fouler  ftains. 
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lut  if  thro’  genuine  tendernefs  of  heart, 

•r  fecret  want  of  relifh  for  the  game, 

"ou  fhun  the  glories  of  the  chafe,  nor  care 
"o  liaunt  the  peopled  ftream,  the  garden  yields 
. foft  amufement,  an  humane  delight,  105 

“o  raife  th’  infipid  nature  of  the  ground, 
i r tame  it’s  favage  genius  to  the  grace 
f carelefs  fweet  rufticity,  that  feems 
The  amiable  refult  of  happy  chance, 

4S  to  create,  and  gives  a godlike  joy  ji* 

Vhich  ev’ry  year  improves.  Nor  thou  difdalii 
"■o  check  the  lawlefs  riot  of  the  trees, 

”0  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 

' happy  he,  whom  when  his  years  decline 
^lis  fortune  and  his  fame  by  worthy  means  115 

Utain’d,  and  equal  to  his  mod’rate  mind, 

4is  life  approv’d  by  all  the  wife  and  good, 

’en  envy’d  by  the  vain)  the  peaceful  groves 
’ f Epicurus  from  this  ftormy  world 
i eceive  to  reft,  of  all  ungrateful  cares  120 

'-bfolv’d,  and  facred  from  the  felfifli  crowd  1 
lappieft  of  men  ! if  the  fame  foil  invites 
chofen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 
nee  fellow  rakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends. 

With  whom  in  eafy  commerce  to  purfue  125 

ature’s  free  charms,  and  vie  for  fylvan  fame  ; 
j.  lair  ambition,  void  of  ftrife  or  guile, 

^tr  jealoufy  or  pain  to  be  outdone  ; 

Who  plans  th’  enchanted  garden,  who  direfls 
he  vifto  bed,  and  bed  conduffs  the  ftream,  i jo 

Whofe  groves  the  fatted  thicken  and  afeend. 

Whom  firft  the  welcome  fpring  falutes,  who  fliews 
he  earlieft  bloom,  the  fweeteft,  proudeft  charms 
Wf  Flora,  who  bed  gives  Pomona’s  juice 
.”0  match  the  fprightly  genius  of  Champaign.  135 
Thrice  happy  days  in  rural  bus’nefs  pad  1 
•left  winter  nights  ! when  as  the  genial  fire 
theers  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  family 
With  foft  domeftic  arts  the  hours  beguile, 
lind  pleafing  talk  that  ftarts  no  tim’rous  fame,  140 
D a 


40  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

With  wltlefs  wantonnefs  to  hunt  it  down. 

Or  thro’  the  Fairyland  ot  tale  or  long 
Delighted  wander,  in  fiftitious  fates 
Engag’d,  and  all  that  ftrikes  humanity, 

Till  loft  in  fable  they  the  ftealing  hour  145 

Of  timely  reft  forget.  Sometimes  at  eve 
His  neighbours  lift  the  latch,  and  blefs  unbid 
His'feftal  roof,  while  o’er  the  light  repaft 
And  fprightly  cups  they  mix  in  focial  joy. 

And  thro’  the  maze  of  converfation  trace  150 

Wiiate’er  amufes  or  improves  the, mind. 

Sometimes  at  eve  (for  I delight  to  tafte 
The  native  zeft  and  flavour  of  the  fruit 
Where  fenfe  grows  wild  and  taftes  of  no  manure) 

The  decent,  honeft,  cheerful,  hufbandman  155 

Should  drown  his  labours  in  my  friendly  bowl. 

And  at  my  table  find  himfelf  at  home. 

Whate’er  your  ftudy,  in  whate’er  you  fweati 
Indulge  your  tafte.  Some  love  the  manly  foils. 

The  tennis  fome,  and  fome  the  graceful  dance ; 160 

Others  more  -hardy  range  the  purple  heath 
Or  naked  ftubble,  where  from  field  to  field 
The  founding  covies  urge  their  lab’ring  flight. 

Eager  amid  the  rifing  eloud  to  pour 

The  gun’s  unerring  thunder  ; and  there  are  165 

Whom  ftill  the  meed  * of  the  green  archer  charms. 

He  chufes  beft  whole  labour  entertains 

His  vacant  fancy  moft  : the  toil  you  hate 

Fatigues  you  foon,  and  fcarce  improves  your  limbs. 

As  beauty  ftill  has  blemifli.and  the  mind  170 

The  moft  accomplifli’d  its  imperfeft  fide. 

Few  bodies  are  there  of  that  happy  mould 
But  fome  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  reft  ; 

The  legs  perhaps  or  arms  refule  their  load,  ' 

Or  the  cheft  labours : thefe  afliduoufly  175 

But  gently  in  their  proper  arts  employ’d 
Acquire  a vigour  and  I'pringy  aftivity 

* This  word  is  much  uftd  by  fome  of  our  old  EiiKliili  r«etS)  and  f>snii^es 
reward  or  prize. 
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To  which  they  were  not  born  : but  weaker  parts 
.^bhor  fatigue  and  violent  difcipline. 

Begin  with  gentle  toils ; and,  as  your  nerves  i?o 
Grrow  firm,  to  hardier  by  juft  fteps  afpire. 

The  praident  e’en  in  ev’ry  mod’rate  walk 

f^t  fiift  but  fauncer,  and  by  flow  degrees 

iincreale  their  pace.  This  do6h'ine  of  the  wife 

AVell  knows  the  mafter  of  the  flying  fteed.  185 

Pirlt  from  the  goal  the  manag’d  courfers  play 

Qn  bended  reins  ; as  yet  the  Ikilful  youth 

Heprefs  their  foamy  pride  ; but  ev’ry  breath 

The  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tempeft  fwells 

Till  all  the  fiery  mettle  has  its  way  150 

r\.nd  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o’er  the  plain. 

'*Vhen  all  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 

iafou  fpring,  the  fibres  by  the  hafty  fliock 

■Axe  tir’d  and  crack’d  before  their  umSuous  coats 

Gomprefs’d  can  pour  the  lubricating  balm.  195 

■Befides,  collefted  in  the  pafllve  veins 

The  purple  mafs  a fudden  torrent  rolls, 

O erpow’rs  the  heart  and  deluges  the  lungs 
'*VitK  dang’rous  inundation';  oft’  the  fotirce 
Of  fatal  woes,  a cough  that  foams  with  blood,  200 
Afthma,  and  feller  peripneumony*. 

Or  the  (low  minings  of  the  heftic  fire. 

Th’  athletic  fool,  to  whom  what  Heav’n  deny’d 
Of  foul  is  well  coinpenfated  in  limbs. 

Oft’  fom  his  rage  or  brainlefs  frolic  feels  205 

iriis  vegetation  and  brute  force  decay. 

The  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 
Know  nature,  feel  the  human  dignity, 

.And  fcorn  to  vie  with  oxen  or  with  apes. 

•“urfu’d  prolixly  e’en  the  gentlelt  toil  a 10. 

iS  wafte  of  Health  ; repole  by  fmall  fatigue 
■ss  earn’d,  arid  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 
To  thaw)  by  the  firft  moifture  of  the  brows. 

The  fine  and  fubtile  fpirits  coft  too  much 
To  be  profus'd,  too  much  the  rofcid  balm  ; 215 

tint  when  the  hard  varieties  of  life 
‘ « The  inflammation  of  Che 
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You  toll  to  learn,  or  try  the  tlufty  chafe, 

Or  the  warm  deeds  of  lome  important  day, 

Hot  -from  the  field  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  wiflrd  repofe,  nor  court  the  fanning  gale  ^^<3 

Or  tafte  the  fpring.  O by  the  iacred  tears 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  filters,  fires, 

Forbear  ! no  other  peftilence  has  driv’n 
Such  myriads  o’er  tlV  irremeable  deep. 

Why  this  fo  fatal  the  fagacious  Mufe  225 

Thro’  Nature’s  cunning  labyrinths  could  trace  ; 

But  there  are  fecrets,  which  who  knows  not  now 
Mult,  ere  he  reach  them,  climb  the  heapy  Alps 
Of  Science,  and  devote  fev’n  years  to  toil. 

Befides,  I would  not  Itunyour  patient  ears  230 

With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 

He  knows  enough  the  mariner,  who  knows 
'Where  lurk  the  Ihelvesy  and  where  the  whirlpools  boil. 
What  lighs  portend  the  Itorm  ; to  fubtler  minds 
He  leaves  to  fcan  from  what  mylterious  caul'e  235 
Charybdis  rages  in  th’  Ionian  wave, 

Whence  thofe  impetuous  currents  in  the  main 
Which  neither  oar  nor  fail  can  ftem,  and  why 
The  rough’ning  deep  cxpefls  the  llorm  as  fure 
As  red  Orion. mounts  the  Ihrouded  heav’n.  240 

In  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  Athens  vy’d 
Forpolilli’J  luxury  and  ufeful  arts. 

All  hot  and  reeking  from  th’  Olympic  ftrife 

And  warm  Paleftra,  in  the  tepid  bath 

Th’  athletic  youth  relax’d  their  weary  limbs  ; 245 

Soft  oils  bedew’d  them,  with  the  grateful  pow’rs 

Of  nard  and  cafiia  fraught,  to  footli  and  heal 

^'he  chtrilh’d  nerves.  Our  lefs  voluptuous  clime 

Not  much  invites  us  to  fuch  arts  as  thefe. 

’Tis  not  tor  thole  whom  gelid  Ikies  embrace  250 

And  chilling  fogs,  whole  perfpiration  feels.' 

Such  frequent  bars  from  Eurus  and  the  north, 

’Tis  not  tor  thole  to  cultivate  a tkin 
Too  fofi,  or  teach  the  recremental  fume 
Too  faft  to  crowd  thi'o’  fuch  precarious  way's  ; 

For  thro’  the  fmall  arterial  nrouths  that  pierce 
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n endlefs  millions  the  clofe-woven  Ikin 
'^he  baler  fluids  in  aconftant  ftream 
lilcape,  and  viewlel’s  melt  into  the  winds  : 

While  this  eternal  this  molt  copious  wafte  a6o 

•f  blood,  degerterate  into  vapid  brine, 

: faintains  its  wonted  raeafure  all  the  pow’rs 
health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 
With  eafe  and  pleafure  move ; but  this  rellrain’d 
?*r  more  or  lefs,  fo  more  or  lei’s  you  feel  265 

'he  fumStions  labour : from  this  fatal  fource 
What  woes  del’cend  is  never  to  be  lung  ; 

"“o  take  their  numbers  were  to  count  the  fands 

■"hat  ride  in  whii'lwind  the  parch’d  Libyan  air, 

n waves  that  when  the  bluft’ring  north  embroils  270 

'"he  Baltic  thiiEder  on  the  German  Ihore. 

rabjefl  not  then  by  foft  emollient  arts 

^his  grand  expenfe  on  which  your  fates  depend 

‘'0  ev’ry  caprice  of  the  flcy,  nor  thwart 

’'he  genius  of  your  clime  ; for  from  the  blood  275 

-eaft  fickle  rife  the  recrtmental  llreams, 

».nd  lead  obnoxious  to  the  ftyptic  air. 

Which  breathe  thro’  ftraiter  and  more  callous  pores  : 

"^he  temper’d  Scythian  hence  half- naked  treads 
Zis  boundlefs  fnows,  nor  rues  th’  inclement  heav’n, 

-nd  hence  our  painted  anceftors  defy’d  281 

■"he  eaft,  nor  curs’d  like  us  their  flickle  Iky. 

The  body  moulded  by  the  clime  endures. 

•"h’  equator  heats  or  Hyperborean  froft, 

' xcept  by  habits  foreign  to  its  turn  285 

nwife  you  counteracf  its  forming  pow’r. 
tide  at  the  firft,  the  winter  (hocks  you  lefs 
y long  acquaintance : (tudy  tlipn  your  (ky, 

-<im  to  its  manners  your  obfequious  frame, 

-lid  learn  to  fuffer  what  you  cannot  fliun.  250 

-gainfl  the  rigours  of  a damp  cold  heav’n 
P'0  fortify  their  bodies  fome  frequent 

he  gelid  ciftern,  and  where  nought  forbids 
praife  tlteir  daunt  lefs  heart : a frame  fo  fteel’d 
Iread  not  the  cough,  nor  thole  ungenial  blafts  295 
lhat  breathe  the  tertian  or  fell  rheumatifm  ; 
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The  nerves  fo  temper’d  never  quit  their  tone ; 

No  chronic  languors  haunt  fuch  hardy  breads  : 

But' all  things  have  their  bounds  ; and  he  who  makes 
By  daily  ufe  the  kindeft  regimen  300 

Eflential  to  his  health,  Ihould  never  mix 
With  humankind,  nor  art  nor  trade  purAie  : 

He  not  the  fafe  viciflitudes  of  life 

Without  fomelhock  endures  ; ill-fitted  he 

To  want  the  known  or  bear  unufual  things.  305 

Befides,  the  pow’rful  remedies  of  pain 

(Since  pain  in  fpite  of  all  our  care  will  come) 

Should  never  with  your  prolp’rous  days  of  Health 
Grow  too  familiar ; for  by  frequent  ufe 
The  ftrongeft  medicines  lofe  their  healing  pow’r,  310 
And  e’en  thefureft  poifons  theirs  to  kill. 

Let  thofe  who  from  the  frozen  Arffos  reach 
Parch’d  Mauritania  or  the  fultry  weft, 

Or  the  wide  flood  that  laves  rich  Indoftan, 

Plunge  thrice  a day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave  315 

Untwift  their  ftubborn  pores,  that  full  and  free 
Th’  evaporation  thro’  the  foften’d  flcin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  fwelliivg  blood  ; 

So  may  they  ’fcape  the  fever’s  rapid  flames. 

So  feel  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  hell.  320 

With  us  the  man  of  no  complaint  demands 

The  warm  ablution  juft  enough  to  clear 

The  fluices  of  the  Ikin,  enough  to  keep 

The  body  facred  from  indecent  foil. 

Still  to  be  pure,  e’en  did  it  not  conduce  325 

(As  much  it  does)  to  Health,  were  greatly  worth 
Your  daily  pains  : it  is  this  adorns  the  rich  j 
The  want  of  this  is  poverty’s  worft  woe 
With  this  external  virtue  age  maintains 
A decent  grace  ; Without  it  youth  and  charms  330 
Are  loathlbme : this  the  venal  Graces  know. 

So  doubtlefs  do  your  wives  ; for  marry’d  fires 
As  well  as  lovers  ftill  pretend  to  tafte  : 

Nor  is  it  lefs  (all  prudent  wives  can  tell) 

To  lofe  a hufband’s  than  a lover’s  heart, 
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But  now  the  hours  and  I'eafons  when  to  toil 
rom  foreign  themes  recall  my  wand’ring  fong. 
icome  labour  falling,  or  but  llightly  fed, 

"'o  lull  the  grinding  llomach’s  hungry  rage. 

Vhere  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a frame  340 

Tis  wifely  done  j for  while  the  thirfty  veins, 
npatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
“^he  treafur’d  oil,  then  is  the  happieft  time 
''o  lhake  the  lazy  ballam  from  its  cells, 
low  while  the  ftomach  from  the  full  repaft  343 

uiblldes,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gnaws, 
re  leaner  habits  ! give  an  hour  to  toil, 

».nd  ve  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  growth 
. pprelfes  yet  or  threatens  to  opprefs  : 
ut  from  the  recent  meal  no  labours  pleafe  350 

'f  limbs  or  mind  ; for  now  the  cordial  pow’rs 
laim  all  the  wand’ring  fpirits  to  a work 
Pf  llrong  and  fubtle  toil  and  great  event, 

» work  of  time  j and  you  may  rue  the  day 
on  hurry’d  with  untimely  exercife  355 

- half  concofled  chyle  into  the  blood. 

•"he  body  overcharg’d  with  unfluous  phlegm 
tfuch  toil  demands,  the  lean  elaftic  lefs. 

./hile  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  veins 
o labours  are  too  hard  : by  thofe  you  ’fcape  360 
The  flow  difeafes  of  the  torpid  year, 
indlefs  to  name,  to  one  of  which  alone, 

To  that  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  flaves 

" pleafure.  Oh  from  fuch  inhuman  pains 

(lay  all  be  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel ! 365 

«ut  from  the  burning  Lion  when  the  fun 

•ours  down  his  fultry  wrath,  now  while  the  blood 

^00  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins, 

-nd  all  the  finer  fluids  thro’  the  Ikin 
ixplore  their  flight,  me  near  the  cool  cafcade  370 
leclin’d,  or  fauni’ring  in  the  lofty  grove, 

*0  needlefs  flight  occafion  fliould  engage 
o pant  and  fweat  beneath  the  fiery  noon  ; 

«ow  the  frefli  mom  alone  and  mellow  eve 
. 0 fliady  walks  and  a£live  rural  fports 
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Invite  ; but  while  the  chilling  dews  defcend 
May  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 
Of  ^umid  Ikies,  tho’  it  is  no  vulgar  joy 
To  trace  the  horrors  of  the  folemn  wood 
While  the  foft  ev’ning  faddens  into  night, 

Tho’  the  fweet  poet  of  the  vernal  groves 
Melts  all  the  night  in  (trains  of  amorous  woe. 

The  fliades  defcend,  and  midnight  o’er  the  world 
Expands  her  fable  wings  ; great  Nature  droops 
Thro’  all  her  works  : pow  happy  he  whofe  toil 
Has  o’er  his  languid  pow’rlefs  limbs  diffus’d 
A pleafing  laflitude  ; he  not  in  vain 
Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  Dreams  : 

His  pow’rs  the  mod  voluptuoufly  diffolve 
In  foft  repofe  ; on  him  the  balmy  dews 
Of  fleep  with  double  nutriment  defcend. 

But  would  you  fweetly  wafte  the  blank  of  night 
In  deep  oblivion,  or  on  Fancy’s  wings 
Villt  the  paradife  of  happy  Dreams, 

And  waken  cheerful  as  the  lively  Morn  ? 

Opprefs  not  nature  finking  down  to  reft 
Witli  feafts  too  late,  too  folid,  or  too  full. 

But  be  the  firft  conco6fion  half  matur’d 
Ere  you  to  mighty  indolence  refign 
Your  paffive  faculties.  He  from  the  toils 
And  troubles  of  the  day  to  heavier  toil 
Retires,  whom  trembling  from  the  tow’r  that  rocks 
Amid  the  clouds  or  Calpe’s  hideous  height 
The  bufy  demons  hurl,  or  in  the  main 
O’erwhelm,  or  bury  ftruggling  under  ground. 

Not  all  a monarch’s  luxury  the  woes 
Can  counterpoife  of  that  moft  wretched  man 
Whofe  nights  are  lhaken  with  the  frantic  fits 
Of  wild  Oreftes,  whofe  delirious  brain. 

Stung  by  the  Furies,  works  with  poifon’d  thought. 
While  pale  and  monftrous  painting  fliocks  the  foul. 
And  mangled  Confcioufnefs  bemoans  itfelf 
For  ever  torn,  and  chaos  floating  round. 

What  dreams  prefage,  what  danger  thele  or  thofe 
Portend  to  fanity,  tho’  prudent  feers 
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evcal’d  of  old,  and  men  of  deathlefs  fame, 

Ve  would  not  to  the  fuperlHtious  mind 
uggeft  new  throbs,  new  vanities  of  fear : 

I'is  our’s  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  night 
"o  banilh  omens,  and  all  reftlefs  woes.  42* 

In  ftudy  fome  protraft  the  filent  hours, 

/hich  others  confecrate  to  mirth  and  wine, 
nd  deep  till  noon,  and  hardly  live  till  night, 
sut  furely  this  redeems  not  from  the  lhades 
me  hour  of  life.  Nor  does  it  aught  avail  425 

Vhat  feafon  you  to  drowly  Morpheus  give 
f tlr  ever- varying  circle  of  the  day, 

'•whether  thro’  the  tedious  winter  gloom 
wu  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damps, 
ihe  body  frelh  and  vig’rous  from  repofe  43* 

‘r?fies  the  early  fogs,  but  by  the  toils 
-wakeful  day  etmaufted  and  unftmng 
Teakly  relifts  the  night’s  unwholefome  breath, 
she  grand  difcharge,  th’  effufion  of  the  Ikin, 
o#ly  impair’d,  the  languid  maladies  435 

reep  on,  and  thro’  the  fick’ning  funftions  fteal  3 
B when  the  chilling  eaft  invades  the  fpring 
ne  delicate  Narcifliis  pines  away 
heclic  languor,  and  a flow  difeafe 
liints  all  the  family  of  flow’rs,  condemn’d  44* 

D cruel  heav’ns.  But  why,  already  prone 
D fade,  fliould  Beauty  cherifli  its  own  bane  ? 
tfliame ! O pity  ! nipt  with  pale  quadrille 
iid  midnight  cares  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies. 

By  toil  fubdu'd  the  warrior  and  the  hind  445 

icp  tail  and  deep  ; their  aflive  fundlions  foon 
iith  gen’rous  ftreams  the  I’ubtile  tubes  fupply, 

•d  foon  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 

“1  the  frelb  impulfe,  and  awake  the  foul. 

• efons  of  Indolence  with  long  j'epofe  45* 

tow  torpid,  and  with  flowed  Lethe  drunk 
=;bly  and  ling’ringly  return  to  life, 

®nt  ev’ry  Lnle  and  pow’rlefs  ev’ry  limb. 

! prone  to  deep  ! (whom  fleeping  moft  annoys)  ' 

E the  hard  mattrafs  or  elaftic  couch  455 
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Extend  yonr  limbs,  and  wean  yourfelves  fromflotli, 
Nor  grudge  the  lean  projeftor  of  dry  brain, 

And  fpringy  nerves,  the  blandifliments  of  down, 

Nor  envy  while  the  bury’d  Bacchanal 

Exhales  his  furfeit  in  prolixer  dreams.  460 

He  without  riot  in  the  balmy  feaft 
Of  life,  the  wants  of  nature  has  fupply'd 
Who  rifes  cool,  I’erene,  and  full  of  loul. 

But  pliant  Nature  more  or  lefs  demands 

As  cultom  forms  her,  and  all  fudden  change  465 

She  hates  of  habit,  e’en  from  bad  to  good. 

If  faults  in  life,  or  new  emergencies 
From  habits  urge  you  by  long  time  confirm’d. 

Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  ftage  by  ftage. 

Slow  as  the  lhadow  o’er  the  dial  moves,  470 

Slow  as  the  ftealing  progrefs  of  the  year. 

Obferve  the  circling  year,  how  unperceiv’d 
Her  feafons  change  ! behold  by.  (low  degrees 
Stern  winter  tam’d  into  a ruder  fpring, 

The  ripen’d  fpring  a milder  fummer  glows,  475 

Departing  fummer  (lieds  Pomona’s  (lore, 

And  aged  Autumn  brews  the  winter  (form. 

Slow  as  they  come  thefe  dangers  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  (hocks : the  cold  and  torrid  reigns. 

The  two  great  periods  of  th’  important  year,  480 
Are  in  their  firft  approaches  fcldom  fafe  : 

Funereal  Autumn  all  the  fickly  dread, 

And  the  black  Fates  deform  the  lovely  fpring. 

He  well  advis’d  who  taught  our  wifcr  fires 

Early  to  borrow  Mul'covy’s  warm  fpoils,  485 

Ere  the  fii  ft  froft  has  touch’d  the  tender  blade. 

And  late  refign  them,  tho’  the  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  lifter’s  rays; 

For  while  th’  effluence  of  the  Ikin  maintains 
Its  native  meafure,  the  pleuritic  Spring  490 

Glides  harmlefs  by,  and  Autumn,  fick  to  death 
With  fallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I in  prophetic  numhers  could  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year,  what  feafons  teem 
With  what  difeafes,  what  the  humid  Ibuth 
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"repares,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  eaft  ; 

{iiit  you  perhaps  refufe  the  tedious  fong. 

Bcfides,  whatever  plagues  in  heat  or  cold, 

«r  drought,  or  moifture,  dwell,  they  hurt  not  you, 
iicill’d  to  correft  the  vices  of  the  Iky,  ^o® 

KnJ  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
'"'abend  your  life.  But  fliould  the  public  bane  . 

ifecl  you,  or  fome  trefpafs  of  your  own. 

Dr  flaw  of  nature  hint  mortality, 

. )on  as  a not  unpleafing  horror  glides  505 

felong  the  fpine  thro’  all  your  torpid  limbs, 

'Vhen  firll  the  head  throbs,  or  the  ftomach  feels 
,h.'fickly  load,  a weary  pain  the  loins, 

;e  Cell'us  call’d  : the  Fates  come  rulhing  on  5 

'"he  rapid  Fates  admit  of  no  delay.  51* 

"/bile  wilful  you,  and  fatally  fecure, 

•i  xi;e6l  to  morrow’s  more  aufpic^ous  fun, 

.’he  growing  pelf,  whofe  infancy  was  weak, 
find  eafy  vanquifli’d,  with  triumphant  fway 
r>rpow’rs  your  life.  For  want  of  timely  care  515 
iTillions  have  dy’d  of  medicable  wounds. 

Ah  ! in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engag’d  ! 

•Vhat  (light  neglects,  what  trivial  faults,  deftroy 
’’'he  hardieft  fiame  ! Of  indolence,  of  toil, 
fVedie;  of  want,  of  fuperfluity.  520 

'^e  all-furrounding  heav’n,  the  vital  air, 
i!  big  with  death:  and  tho’  the  putrid  fouth 
s-tffimt,  tho’  no  convulfive  agony 
^rike  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world 
^h’  imprifon’il  plagues,  a fecret  venom  oft’  525 

■orrirpis  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land. 

•v’hat  livid  deaths  has  fad  Byzantium  (een  ! 
i ow  oft’  has  Cairo,  wiih  a mother’s  woe. 

Kept  o’er  her  flaughter’d  fons  and  lonely  ftreets  ! 

’en  Albion,  girt  with  lefs  malignant  Ikies,  530 

i-lhion  the  poifon  of  the  gods  has  drank, 
tnd  felt  the  fling  of  monflers  all  her  own. 

Kre  yet  the  fell  Planragenets  had  ("pent 
i ;ieir  ancient  rage  at  Bulworth’s  purple  field, 

rhile  (or  which  tyrant  England  (liculd  receive 


535 


5»  AtlT  or  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

Her  legions  in  inceftiious  niurJers  mix’d. 

And  daily  horrors,  till  the  Fates  were  drunk 

kindred-blood  by  kindred-hands  protus’d. 
Another  plague  of  more  gigantic  arm 
Arofe,  a monfter  never  known  before,  549 

Rear’d  from  Cocytus  its  portentous  head  : 

This  rapid  Fury,  not  like  other  pefts, 

Purfu’d  a gradual  courfe,  but  in  a day 
Rufli’d  as  a dorm  o’er  half  th’  aftonilh’d  tfle, 

And  ftrew’d  with  fudden  cai'cales  the  land.  545 

Firft  thro’  the  flioulders,  or  whatever  part 
Was  feiz’d  the  firft,  a fervid  vapour  fprung; 

With  ra(h  combilftion  thence  the  quiv’ring  fpark 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within. 

And  foon  the  1‘urface  caught  the  fpreading  fires  : 550 

Thro’  all  the  yielding  pores  the  melted  blood 
Gufh’d  out  in  fmoky  I’weats  ; but  nought  afluag’d 
The  torrid  heat  within,  nor  aught  reliev’d 
The  ftomach’s  angtiifti.  With  inccftant  toil, 

Hefp’rate  of  eafe,  impatient  of  their  pain,  555 

They  tofs’d  from  fide  to  fide.  In  vain  the  ftream 
Ran  full  and  clear ; they  burnt  and  thirfted  ftdl. 

The  reftlefs  arteries  with  rapid  blood 

Beat  ftrong  and  frequent:  thick  and  pantingly 

The  breath  was  fetch’d,  and  with  huge  lab’rings  heav’d. 

At  laft  a heavy  pain  opprert  the  head  ; ' 561 

A wild  delirium  came : th^ir  weeping  friends 

Were  ftrangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs. 

Harrafs’d  with  toil  on  toil  the  finking  pow’rs 

Lay  proftrate  and  o’erthrown  : a pond’rous  fteep  565 

Wrapt  all  the  fenfes  up..  Tney  ilept  andtly’d. 

In  fome  a gentle  horror  crept  at  firft 
O’er  all  the  limbs  : the  fluices  of  the  fkin 
Withheld  their  moifture,  till  by  art  provok’d 
Tlie  fweats  o’erflow’d,  but  in  a clammy  tide,  570 

Now  free  and  copious,  now  reftrain’d  and  flow. 

Of  tinilures  various,  as  the  temp’ratpre 

Had  mix’d  the  blood,  and  rank  with  fetid  ftearns. 

As  if  the  pent-up  luimoifrs  by  delay 

Were  grown  more  fell,  nioie  putrid,  afid  malign.  5-5 
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Here  lay  their  hopes,  (tho’  little  hope  remain’d,) 

Wth  lull  tftufion  oF  perpetual  I'weats 

"'o  drive  the  venom  out : and  here  the  Fates 

► Vcre  kind,  that  long  they  linger’d  not  in  pain; 

Ter  wiio  lurviv'd  the  Inn's  diurnal  race  58* 

ftoi'e  From  the  dreary  gates  of  hell  redeem’d, 

■oinc  the  fixth  hour  op^trefs’d,  and  Fome  the  third. 

Or  many  rhoul'ands  Few  untainted  ’Icap’d, 

Pf  liol'e  inFe6lcd  Fewer  ’Fcap’d  alive; 

Of  thoFe  who  liv’d  fome.Fclt  a fecond  blow,  585 

ft.nd  whom  the  fecond  fpar’d  a third  delhoy’d. 
rantic  with  fear  they  Ibught  by  flight  to  ihun 
The  fierce  contagion.  O’er  the  mcurnlul  land 
'"h’  infefted  City  poured  her  hurrying  fwarms  : 

Rous’d  by  the  flames  that  fir’d  her  feats  around,  590 
s 'h’  infeifed  Country  ruflt’d  into  the  Town, 
atie  fad  at  home,  and  in  the  defert  fome, 
vbjur’.d  the  Fatal  commerce  ot  mankind, 
n vain ; where  tr  they  fled  the  Fates  purfu’d. 

Others  with  hopes  more  i'pecious  crofs’d  the  main,  595 
V\j  feek  protection  in  Far  dillant  Ikies  ; 
ilpt  none  they  found.  It  I’eem’d  the  gen’ral  air 
rcm  pole  to  pole,  Irom  Atlas  to  the  call:, 

■’/as  then  at  enmity  with  Englifli  blood  ; 
or  but  the  race  of  England  all  were  fate  600 

in  foreign  climes  ; nor  diti  this  Fury  tafte 
rite  foreign  blood  which  England  then  contain’d. 
i-Zhere  (h-jiild  they  fly  ? the  circumambient  heav'n 
nvolv'd  them  fiill,  and  ev'ry  breeze  was  bane: 

'Vhere  find  relief?  the  I'alutary  art  605 

'/as  mute,  and,  ftartlcd  at  the  newdifeafe, 
in  fearful  whifpers  hopelefs  omens  gave.- 
.’o  Heav’n  with  fuppliant  rites  they  lent  their  pray’rs  ; 
lleav’n  heard  them  not.  Of  ev’ry  hope  depriv’d, 
^align’d  with  vain  rcfources,  and  fubdu’d  610 

■'Vith  woes  reliftlefs,  and  enfeebling  fear, 

"affive  they  funk  beneath  the  weighty  blow, 
nothing  but  lamentable  founds  were  heard, 

Hor  aught  was  feen  but  ghallly  views  of  death, 
inftftiuus  horror  ran  From  face  to  face,  615 
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And  pale  del'pair.  ’Tvras  all  tlie  bus’nefs  then 
To  tend  the  lick,  and  in  their  turns  to  die. 

In  heaps  they  tell ; and  oft’  the  bed,  they  fay, 

The  tick’ning,  dying,  and  the  dead  contain’d. 

Ye  guardian  Gods ! on  whom  the  fates  depend  619 
Of  tott’ring  Albion,  ye  eternal  Fires 
That  lead  thro’  lieav’n  the  wandeViiig  year ! ye  Pow'rs 
That  o’er  th’  encircling  elements  prelide! 

May  nothing  worfe  than  what  this  age  has  feen 
Arrive!  Enough  abroad,  enough  at  iiome,  615 

Has  Albion  bled.  Here  a diltemper’d  heav’n 
Has  thinn’d  her  cities  from  thofe  lofty  cliffs 
That  awe  proud  Gaul  to  Thule’s  wintry  reign, 

While  in  the  Welt  beyond  th’  Atlantic  foam. 

Her  braved  fons,  keen  for  the  fight,  have  dy'd  639 
The  death  of  cowards,  and  of  common  men, 

Sunk  void  of  wounds,  and  fail’n  without  renown.. 

But  from  thefe  views  the  weeping  Mufes  turn,. 

And  other  themes  invite  my  wand’ring  long.  634. 
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ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

BOOK  IV.  THE  PASSIONS. 

'^HE  choice  of  Aliment,  the  choice  of  Air, 

The  ufc  of  Toil,  and  all  external  things. 

Already  fung,  it  now  remains  to  trace 
What  good  wlaat  evil  from  ourfclves  proceeds, 

And  how  the  fubtile  principle  within  5 

Infpires  with  Health,  or  mines  with  ftrange  decay 
The  pallivc  body.  Ye  poetic  thades. 

Who  know  the  fecrets  of  the  world  unfeen, 

Aflld  my  fong ! for  in  a doubtful  theme 
Engag’d  I wander  thro’  myllerious  ways. 

There  is  they  fay  (and  1 believe  there  Is) 

A fpark  within  us  of  th’  immortal  fire 
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That  animates  and  moulds  the  grofler  frame, 

And  when  the  body  finks  efcapes  to  heav’n, 
its  native  feat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods  : 

: leanwhile  this  heav’nly  particle  pervades 
'’he  mortal  elements,  in  ev’ry  nerve 
tt  thrills  with  pleafure,  or  grows  mad  with  pain, 
And  in  its  fecret  conclave,  as  it  feels 
'he  body’s  woes  and  joys,  this  ruling  pow’r 
I'Vields  at  its  will  the  divJl  material  world. 

And  is  the  body’s  Health  or  malady. 

By  its  own  toil  the  grofs  corporeal  frame 
Tatigues,  extenuates,  or  deftroys,  itfelf. 

»Jor  lefs  the  labours  of  the  mind  corrode 
'he  I'olid  fabric ; for  by  fubtile  parts 
".nd  viewlefs  atoms  lecret  Nature  moves 
he  mighty  wheels  of  this  ftupendous  world  ; 
•lyj'ubtile  fluids,  pour'd  thro’  I'ubtile  tubes, 
he  natural  vital  f undlions  are  perform’d  : 

Sy  ihei'e  the  ftubborn  aliments  are  tam’d, 

.'he  toiling  heart  diftributes  life  and  ftrength  ; 
hefe  the  flill  crumbling  frame  rebuild,  and  thefe 
Are  lolt  in  thinking,  and  dilfolve  in  air. 

But  ’tis  not  thought,  (for  ftill  the  foul’s  employ’d 
ITis  painful  thinking,  that  corrodes  our  clay. 

Ml  day  the  vacant  eye,  without  fatigue, 
trays  o’er  the  heav’n  and  earth,  but  long  intent 
On  microl'copic  arts  its  vigour  fails, 
uft  fo  the  mind,  with  various  thoughts  amus’d, 

•>or  aches  itfelf,  nor  gives  the  body  pain  5 
Cut  anxious  ftudy,  difcontent,  and  care, 

■•xive  without  hope,  and  hate  without  revenge. 

And  fear,  and  jealoufy,  fatigue  the  foul, 
iingrofs  the  fubtile  minifters  of  life, 

And  fpoil  the  lab’ring  funftions  of  their  fliare ; 

Hence  the  lean  gloom  that  Melancholy  wears, 

. 'he  lover’s  palenefs,  and  the  fallow  hue 
|)f  Envy,  Jealoufy,  the  meagre  flare 
i>f  fore  Revenge  : the  canker’d  body  hence 
•ietrays  each  fretful  motion  of  the  mind. 
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The  ftiong-built  pedant,  who  both  night  and  day  i 
Feeds  on  the  coarleft  tare  the  fchools  beftow,  1 

And  crudely  fattens  at  grofs  Burman's  ftall,  j 

O’erwhelm’d  with  phlegm  lies  in  a dropfy  drown’d,  55 
Or  finks  in  lethargy  before  his  time. 

With  ufeful  (tudies  you,  and  arts  that  pleafe, 

Employ  your  mind  ; amufe  but  not  fatigue. 

Peace  to  each  drowi'y  metaphyfic  fage, 

And  ever  may  all  heavy  lyftems  re(t ! 60 

Yet  fome  there  are  e’en  of  elaftic  parts 
Whom  firong  and  obftinate  ambition  leads 
Thro’  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore, 

And  gives  to  relifii  what  their  gen’rous  tafte 

Would  elfe  refufe  ; but  may  nor  thirlf  of  fame,  6j 

Nor  love  of  knowledge,  urge  you  to  fatigue. 

With  conftant  drudgery,  the  lib’ral  foul. 

Toy  with  your  books  ; and  as  the  various  fits 
Of  humour  I’eize  you,  from  philofophy 
To  fable  fiiift,  from  ferious , Antonine  70 

To  Rabelais’  ravings,  and  from  profe  to  Tons'. 

While  reading  pleafes  but  no  longer  read. 

And  read  aloud,  refounding  Homer’s  drain, 

And  wield  the  thunder  of  Demolfhenes. 

The  cheft  fo  exercis’d  improves  its  (frength,  - 75 

And  quick  vibrations  thro’  the  bowels  drive 
The  reftlefs  blood,  which  in  unaCtive  days 
Would  loiter  elfe  thro’  uneiaftic  tubes. 

Deem  it  not  trifling  while  I recommend 
What  poflure  fuits ; to  ftand  and  fit  by  turns,  80 

As  Nature  prompts  is  belf ; but  o’er  your  leaves 
To  lean  for  ever  cramps  the  vital  parts. 

Arid  robs  the  fine  machin’ry  of  its  jday. 

’Tis  the  great  art  of  life  to  manage  well 
The  reftlefs  mind ; fVtr  ever  on  purfuit  85 

Of  knowledge  bent  it  ftarves  the  grofll-r  pow'rs: 

Quite  unemploy’d,  againft  its  own  repole 
It  turns  its  fatal  edge,  and  fliarper  pangs 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  life; 

Chiefly  where  Solitude,  fad  nurfe  of  Care,  50 

To  fickly  mufing  gives  the  penlive  mind  : f 
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There  madnefs  enters  ; and  the  dim-ey’d  fiend, 
roiir  Melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
frier  own  eternal  wound  : the  I'un  grows  pale, 

mournful  vilionary  light  o’erfpreads  95 

The  cheerful  face  of  Nature,  earth  becomes 
A dreary  defert,  and  Heav’n  frowns  above  : 

Then  various  fliapcs  of  curs’d  illufion  rife  : 

AVhate’er  the  wretch’d  fears  creating  Fear 
•r’orms  out  of  nothing,  and  with  monifers  teems  100 
iTnknown  in-hell.  The  proftrate  foul  beneath 
A load  of  huge  imagination  heaves, 

And  all  the  horrors  that  the  murd’rer  feels 
With  anxious  flutt’rings  wake  the  guiltlefs  breaft. 

Such  phantoms  Pride  in  folitary  fcenes,  105 

Or  Fear  on  delicate  Self  love  creates. 

From  other  cares  abfolv’d,  the  bufy  mind 
Finds  in  vourfelf  a theme  to  pore  upon  ; 

It  linds  you  miferable  or  makes  you  fo : 

For  while  yourfelf  you  anxioufly  explore  1:0 

Timorous  Self-love,  with  lick’ning  Fancy’s  aid, 
Prelents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  moft, 

And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part : 

IHence  fome  for  love,  and  libme  for  jealoufy, 

IFor  grim  religion  fome,  and  fome  for  pride,  115 

IHave  loll  their  reaibn  ; fome  for  fear  of  want , 

"Want  all  their  lives;  and  others  ev’ryday 
IFor  fear  of  dying  I'uffer  worfe  than  death. 

Ah ! from  your  hofoms  banifh  if  you  can 
Thofe  fatal  gpefts,  and  firft  the  demon  Fear,  lao 
That  trembles  at  impoffible  events, 

ILeft  aged  Atlas  (hould  refign  his  load, 

■ And  heav’n’s  eternal  battlements  rulh  down. 

Is  there  an  evil  worfe  than  fear  itfelf  ? 

And  what  avails  It  that  indulgent  Heav’n  IZ5 

IProm  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  tlie  woes  to  come 
Uf  we  ingenious  fo  tonnent  ourftlves 
•Crow  pale  at  hideous  fiftions  of  our  own  ? 

C^joy’the  prefent,  nor  with  needlefs  cares 

iOt  wh-at  may  Ipring  from  blind  Misfortune’s  womb 

LAppal  the  furell  hour  that  life  bellows.  iji 
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Serene,  and  mafter  of  yourfelf,  prepare 

For  what  may  come,  and  leave  the  reft  to  Heav'n. 

Oft’  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  iniftun’d, 

Thefe  evils  fprung  the  moft  important  Health,  135 
That  of  the  mind,  deftroy  ; and  when  the  mind 
They  firft  invade  the  conl'cious  body  foon 
In  fyinpathetic  languifliment  declines.- 
Thefe  chronic  Paflions,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rife,  and  yet  without  the  body’s  fault  14-O 

Infeft  the  foul,  admit  one  only  cure, 

Diverfion,  hurry,  and  a reftlefs  life. 

Vain  are  the  confolations  of  the  wife  ; 

In  vain  your  friends  would  reafon  down  5’our  pain. 

O ye  whofe  fools  relentlefs  love  has  tam'd  145 

To  foft  diftrefs,  or  friends  untimely  fall’n  ! 

Court  not  the  luxury  of  tender  thought. 

Nor  deem  it  impious  to  forget  thofe  pains 
That  hurt  the  living,  nought  avail  the  dead. 

Go,  foft  Enthufiaft ! quit  the  cyprefs  groves,  150 

Nor  to  the  rivulet’s  lonely  meanings  tune 
Your  fad  complaint : go  i'eeic  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men,  and  mingle  with  the  buftlihg  crowd  ; 

Lay  fchemes  for  wealth,  or  pow’r,  or  fame,  the  with 
Of  nobler  minds,  and  pufli  them  night  and  day,  155 
Or  join  the  caravan  in  queft  of  feenes 
New  to  your  eyes,  and  Ihifting  ev’ry  hour. 

Beyond  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Apennines, 

Or,  more  advent’rous,  rufti  into  the  field 

Where  war  grows  hot,  and  raging  thro’  the  fky  160 

The  lofty  trumpet  fwells  the  madd’ning  foul. 

And  in  tlie  hardy  camp  and  toilfome  march 
Forget  all  fofter  and  lefs  manly  cares. 

But  moft,  too  paflive,  when  the  blood  runs  low, 

Too  weakly  indolent  to  ftrive  with  pain,  165 

And  bravely  by  refifting  conquer  Fate, 

Try  Circe’s  arts,  and  in  the  tempting  bowl 
Of  poifon’d  neftar  fweet  oblivion  fvvill. 

Struck  by  the  pow'rful  charm  the  gloom  difiblvcs 
In  empty  air,  Elyfium  opens  round, 

A pleafing  frenzy  buoys  the  lighten’d  foul, 
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*^n:l  fanguine  hopes  difpel  your  fleeting  care, 

^nii  what  was  diflicuU  and  what  was  dire 
i/iflds  to  your  prowel's  and  fuperior  ftars  : 
iriie  happieft  you  of  all  that  e’er  were  mad,  175 

Dr  are  or  fliall  be,  could  this  folly  laft. 

Hilt  foon  your  hcav’n  is  gone ; a heavier  gloom 
i luits  o’er  your  head,  and  as  the  thund’ring  ftream, 
jivvol'  o’er  its  banks  with  Hidden  mountain  rain, 

■inks  from  its  tumult  to  a lilent  brook,  iSo 

■■a  when  the  frantic  rSplures  in  your  breaft 
rubfide  you  languifli  into  mortal  man  ; 
e’’ou  fleep,  and  waking  find  yourfelf  undone : 

”br  prodigal  of  life,  in  one  rafli  night 
/ou  lavifli’d  more  than  might  Aipport  three  days.  185 
*'1.  heavy  morning  comes  ; your  cares  return 
lr,th  tenfold  rage.  An  anxious  ftomach  well 
lay  be  endur’d,  fo  may  the  throbbing  head  ; 

Cut  fuch  a dim  delirium,  fuch  a dream, 

"iwolves  you,  I’uch  a daftardly  del’pair  igo  ' 

Wfcinans  your  Ibul,  as  madd’ning  Pentheus  felt 
! Vilen  baited  round  Cithteron’s  cruel  lides 
lie  faw  two  funs  and  double  Thebes  afcend. 

curfe  the  fliiggifli  Port,  you  curfe  the  wretch, 
felon,  with  unnat'ral  mixture  firft  155 

*Vho  dar’d  to  violate  the  virgin  wine, 

‘•r  on  the  fugitive  Champaign  you  pour 
..  thoufand  curies,  for  to  heav’n  it  rapt 
"'our  ibul  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  defpair  s 
lerhaps  you  rue  e’en  that  divined  gift,  200 

he  gay,  Icrene,  good-natur’d.  Burgundy, 
rthe  frefl)  fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine, 

..nd  vvifh  that  Heav’n  from  mortals  had  withheld 
he  grape,  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Befides,  it  wounds  you  fore  to  recoiieft  105 

iVhat  follies  in  your  loofe  unguarded  hour 
Ifcap’d.  For  one  in’evocable  word, 
perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lofe  a friend  j 
ft  in  the  rage  of  wine  your  hafty  hand 
CTfornis  a deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave:  210 

fdd  that  your  means,  your  health,  your  parts,  decay  j 
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Your  friends  avoid  you  ; brutiflily  transform’d 
They  hardly  know  you  5 or  if  one  remains 
To  wifh  you  well,  he  wiflies  you  in  heav’n. 

Defpis’d,  unwept,  you  fall,  who  might  have  left  115 
A facred,  cherifli’d,  ladly-pleafing,  name, 

A name  (fill  to  be  utter’d  with  a ligh. 

Your  laft  ungraceful  fcene  has  quite' effac’d 
All  feni'e  and  mem’ry  of  your  former  worth. 

How  to  live  happieft,  how  avoid  the  pains,  ~2i» 
The  difappointments,  and  difguffs,  of  thofe 
■Who  would  in  pleafure  all  their  hours  employ. 

The  precepts  here  of  a divine  old  man 
I could  recite.'  Tho’  old  he  (fill  retain’d 
His  manly  fenfe,  and  energy  of  mind.  215 

Virtuous  and  wife  he  was,  but  not  fevere: 

He  (fill  remember’d  that  he  once  was  young ; 

His  eafy  prefence  check’d-  no  decent  joy. 

Him  e’en  the  diffolute  admir’d,  for  he 
A graceful  loofenefs  when  he  pleas’d  put  on,  253 

And  laughing  could  inftrufl.  Much  had  he  read, 
Much  more  had  feen  : he  ftudy’d  from  the  life. 

And  in  the  original  perus’d  mankind. 

Vers’d  in  , the  woes  and  vanities  of  life 
Hepity’d  man,  and  much  he  pity’d  thofe  235 

Whom  falffly-l'miling  Fate  has  curs’d  with  means 
To  diffipate  their  days  in  queft  of  joy. 

“ Our  aim  is  happinefs;  ’tis  your’s,  ’tis  mine, 

(He  faid  ;)  ’tis  the  purfuit  of  all  that  live  ; 

Yet  few  attain  it,  if ’twas  e’er  attain’d  : 240 

“ But  they  the  wideft  wander  from  the  mark 
“ Who  thro’  the  flow’ry  paths  of  faunt’ring  joy 
“ Seek  this  coy  goddefs,  that  from  Ifage  to  ftage 
“ Invites  us  (fill,  but  fhifts  as  we  purfue  : 

“ For  not  to  name  the  pains  that  pleafure  brings  245 
“ To  counterpoife  itfelf,  relentlefs  Fate 
“ Forbids  that  we  thro’  gay  voluptuous  wilds 
“ Should  ever  roam  ; and  were  the  Fates  more  kind 

Our  narrow  luxuries  would  fbon  grow  ftale  : 249 

« Were  thefe  exhaulllefs  Nature  would  grow  fick, 

And  cloy’d  with  pleafure  I'queamilhly  complain 
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That  all  is  vanity,  and  life  a dream. 

Let  Nature  reft  : be  bufy  for  yourfelf 
And  for  your  friend  ; be  bufy  e’en  in  vain 
Ratlier  than  teafe  her  fated  appetites.  255 

Who  never  fafts  no  banquet  e’er  enjoys  ; 

Who  never  toils  or  watches  never  fleeps. 

Let  Nature  reft  5 and  when  the  tafte  of  joy 
Grows  keen  indulge,  but  (him  fatiety. 

“ ’Tis  not  for  mortals  always  to  be  bleft,  269 

But  him  the  leaft  the  dull  or  painful  hours 
Of  life  opprefs,  whom  fober  Senfe  conduits, 

And  Virtue  thro’  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 

Virtue  and  Senfe  I' mean  not  to  disjoin; 

Virtue  and  Senfe  are  one:  and  truft  me  ftill  265 
A faithlefs  heart  betrays  the  head  unfound. 

Virtue  (for  mere  Good-nature  is  a fool) 

Is  fenfe,  and  fpirit  with  humanity  : 

.’Tis  fometimes  angry,  and  its  frown  confounds  ; 
’Tis  e’en  vindiitive,  but  in  vengeance  juft.  270 
Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it ; fome  great  ones  dare  ; 
But  at  his  heart  the  moft  undaunted  fon 
Of  Foitune  dreads  its  name  and  awful  charms. 

To  noblelt  ufes  this  determines  wealth  ; 

This  is  the  folid  pomp  of  profp'rous  days,  275 
The  peace  and  ftielter  of  adverfity  : 

And  if  you  pant  for  glory  build  your  fame 
On  this  foundation,  which  the  fecret  ftiock 
Defies  of  Envy  and  all-fapping  Time. 

The  gaudy  glofs  of  Fortune  only  ftrikes  289 

The  vulgar  eye  : the  fuffrage  of  the  wife. 

The  praife  that’s  worth  ambition,  is  attain’d 
By  Senfe  alone  and  dignity  of  mind. 

“ Virtue,  the  ftrength  and  beauty  of  the  foul, 

Is  the  btft  gift  of  Heav’n,  ahappinefs  285 

That  e’en  above  the  fmiles  and  fi  owns  of  Fate 
Exalts  great  Nature’s  fav’rites,  a wealth 
Tltat  ne’er  incumbeis  nor  can  be  transferr’d. 

Riches  are  oft’  by  guilt  and  balinefs  earn’d, 

Or  ilealt  by  Chance  to  ftiield  a lucky  knave,  29a 
Or  tiuow  a ciuel  funlhinc  on  a fool ; 
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“ But  far  one  end,  one  much-negle6ted  life, 

“ Are  riches  worth  your  care  ; (for  Nature’s  wants 
“ Are  few,  and  witliout  opulence  fupply’d) 

“ Tills  noble  end  is  to  produce  the  foul,  29  J 

“ To  (hew  their  virtues  in  their  fairelt  light, 

“ To  make  Humanity  the  minifter 
“ Of  bounteous  Providence,  and  teach  the  bread 
“ That  gen’rous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy.” 

Thus  in  his  graver  vein  the  friendly  lage  too 

Sometimes  declaim'd.  Of  right  and  wrong  lie  taught 
Truths  as  refin’d  as  ever  Athens  heard. 

And  (ftrange  to  tell !)  he  prafHs’d.what  he  preach'd. 
Skill’d  in  the  Pslfions,  how  to  check  their  I’way 
He  knew,  as  far  as  Reafon  can  controul  305 

The  lawlefs  pow’rs.  But  other  cares  are  mine  : 
Form’d  in  the  fchool  of  Paeon  I relate 
What  Pafiions  hurt  the  body,  what  improve ; 

Avoid  them  or  invite  them  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  cheerful  and  ferene  310 

Supports  the  mind  fupports  the  body  too  : 

Hence  the  moft  vital  movement  mortals  feel 
Is  hope,  the  balm  and  life  blood  of  the  foul  : 

It  plcales,  and  it  lafts.  Indulgent  Heav'n 

Sent  down  the  kind  delufion  thro'  the  paths  315 

Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on. 

And  make  cur  happieft  ftate  no  tedious  thing. 

Our  greateft  good,  and  what  we  lead  can  fpare. 

Is  hope;  the  laft  of  all  our  evils  fear. 

But  there  are  Pafiions  grateful  to  the  bread  320 
And  yet  no  friends  to  life;  perhaps  they  pleafe 
Or  to  excels,  and  difiipate  the  foul. 

Or  while  they  pleafe  torment.  The  fiubborn  clown. 
The  ill- tam’d  ruffian,  and  pale  ufurer, 

(If  Love’s  omnipotence  fuch  hearts  Can  mould)  325 
Flay  fafcly  mellow  into  love,  and  grow 
Refin’d,  humane,  and  gen’rotis,  if  they  can. 

Love  in  Aich  bofoms  never  to  a fault 
Or  pains  or  plcafcs  : but  ye  finer  Souls  ! 

Form’d  to  fott  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
With  all  the  tumuli  s,  all  the  joys  and  pain. 
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^hat  beauty  gives,  with  caution  and  relerve 
■Ttiulge  the  fweet  deftroyer  of  repole, 
or  court  too  much  the  queen  of  charming  cares ; 

■•or  while  the  cherifli’d  poilbn  in  your  breaft  35 

lerments  and  maddens,  fick  with  jealoufy, 

.bfence,  diftruft,  or  e’en  with  anxious  joy. 

The  wholefome  appetites  and  pow’rs  of  life 
'ilTolve  in  languor:  the  coy  ftomach  loathes 
“he  genial  board  ; your  cheerful  days  are  gone ; 340 

■'he  gen’rous  bloom  that  flulh’d  your  cheeks  is  fled  : 

■"o  fighs  devoted  and  to  tender  pains 
^nfive  you  fit,  or  folitary  ftray, 
nd  walie  your  youth  in  mufing  : mufing  firll 
Toy’d  into  care  your  unfufpefling  heart  j 345 

„ found  a liking  there,  a I'portful  fire, 

-nd  that  fomented  into  ferious  love, 

Which  mufing  dally  ftrengthens  and  improves 
Hiro’  all  the  heights  of  fondnefs  and  romance  ; 

And  you’re  undone,  the  fatal  lhaft  has  fped,  35# 

once  you  doubt  whether  you  love  or  no : 

The  body  waftes  away,  th’  infected  mind, 

^ilTolv’d  in  female  tendernefs,  forgets 
each  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fame. 

»veet  Heav’n  ! from  fuch  intoxicating  charms  355 
■efend  all  worthy  breafts ! not  that  I deem 
:jve  always  dang’rous,  always  to  be  Ihunn’d  j 
.ove  well  repaid,  and  net  too  weakly  funk 
n wanton  and  unmanly  tendernefs, 

-dds  bloom  to  Health,  o’er  ev’ry  virtue  (lieds  360 
..  gay,  humane,  a iweet,  and  gen’rous,  grace, 
nd  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man  : 

•at  fruitlefs,  hopelefs,  difappointed,  laclc’d 
'»fi^h  jealoufy,  fatigu’d  with  hope  and  fear, 

OQ  ferious,  or  too  languiihingly  fond,  365 

iiinerves  the  body,  and  unrnans  the  foul. 

»nd  tome  have  dy’d  for  love,  and  Ibmf  run  mad, 

»;'.d  fome  with  defp’rate  hands  themfelves  have  flain. 
Some  to  extinguilh,  others  fo  prevent, 
triad  devotion  to  one  tlang’rous  fair 
iJurt  all  they  meet,  in  hopes  to  diflipate 
F 
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The  cares  of  love  ainongft:  an  hundred  brides. 

Th’  event  is  doubtful ; for  there  are  who  find 
A cure  in  this,  there  are  who  find  it  not. 

’Tis  no  relief  alas ! it  rather  galls  375 

The  wound  to  thofe  who  are  fincerely  fick. ; 

For  while  from  fev’rifh  and  tumultuous  joys 
The  nerves  grow  languid,  and  the  foul  fubfides, 

The  tender  fancy  fmarts  with  ev’ry  fting. 

And  what  was  love  before  is  madnefs  now.  38« 

Is  Health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim  ? 

Be  temp’rate  Ifill : when  Nature  bids  obey ; 

Her  wild  impatient  fallies  bear  no  curb  : 

But  when  the  prurient  habit  of  delight 
Or  loofe  imagination  fpurs  you  on  385 

To  deeds  above  your  ttrength,  impute  it  not 
To  Nature ; Nature  all  compulfion  hates. 

Ah  ! let  nor  luxury  nor  vain  renown 

Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  might  lleep  without. 

To  make  what  (hould  be  rapture  a fatigue,  39» 

A tedious  tafk,  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 

Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down  j 

For  from  the  colliquation  of  foft  joys 

How  chang’d  you  rife  ! the  ghoft  of  what  you  was  ! 

Languid  and  melancholy,  and  gaunt  and  wan,  395 

Your  veins  exhaufted,  and  your  nerves  unftrung. 

Spoil’d  of  its  balm  and  fprightly  zeft,  the  blood 
Grows  vapid  phlegm  ; along  the  tender  nerves 
(To  each  flight  impulfe  tremblingly  awake) 

A fubtile  fiend  that  mimics  all  the  plagues,  40* 

Rapid  and  reftlefs  fprings  from  part  to  part  ; 

The  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  fall’n. 

Your  vigour  pines,  your  vital  pow’rs  decay, 

Difeafcs  haunt  you,  and  untimely  age 

Creeps  on,  unfocial,  impotent,  and  lewd.  405 

Infatuate,  impious,  Epicure  I to  wafte 

The  (lores  of  pleafure,  cheerfulnefs,  and  Health  ! 

Infatuate  all  wiio  make  delight  their  trade,' 

And  coy  perdition  ev’ry  hour  purfue. 

Who  pines  with  love,  or  in  lafeivious  flames  419 
Confuines,  is  with  his  own  confent  undone  •. 
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ffe  chufes  to  be  wretched,  to  be  mad, 
lyid  warn’d  proceeds  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 

Sut  there  is  a Paflion  whofe  tempeftuous  fway 
Tears  up  each  virtue  planted  in  the  breaft,  41 5 

!\.nd  lhakes  to  ruins  proud  Philofophy  : 

"or  pale  and  trembling  Anger  rufhes  in 

'Vith  falt’ring  I’peech,  and  eyes  that  wildly  flare. 

Tierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  feas, 

Defp’rate,  and  arm’d  with  more  than  h'lnnan  ftrength. 
flowfoon  the  calm,  humane,  and.polifh’d,  man  411 
Torgets  compunftion,  and  ftarts  up  a fiend  ! 

I’Vlio  pines  in  love,  or  waftes  with  filent  cares, 

Envy  or  ignominy,  or  tender  grief, 

blowly  defcends  and  ling’ring  to  the  (hades  j 425 

Sut  he  whom  anger  flings  drops  if  he  dies 

ft.t,  once,  and  rufhes  apopleftic  down. 

Or  a fierce  fever  hurries  him  to  hell : 

'’’’or  as  the  body  thro’  unnumber’d  firings 
Reverberates  each  vibration  of  the  foul,  430 

•1.S  is  the  PalTion  fuch  is  (fill  the  pain 
The  body  feels  cy  chronic  or  acute  ; 

^id  oft’  a fudden  (form  at  once  o’crpow’rs 
The  life,  or  gives  your  reafon  to  the  winds. 

>uch  fates  attend  the  ralh  alarm  of  fear  435 

A.nd  fudden  grief,  and  rage,  and  fudden  Joy. 

There  are  meantime  to  whom  the  boift’rous  fit 
IS  Health,  and  only  fills  the  fails  of  life  ; 
or  where  the  mind  a torpid  winter  leads, 

’•Vrapt  in  a body  corpulent  and  cold,  440 

l^nd  each  clogg’d  fundion  lazily  moves  on, 

A gen’rous  fally  fpums  th’  incumbent  load, 

Unlocks  the  bread,  and  gives  a cordial  glow. 

»ut  if  your  wrathful  blood  is  apt  to  boil, 

Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  ftrung,  445 

*Vave  all  difpute  ; be  cautious  if  you  joke  ; 

Reep  lent  for  ever,  and  forfwear  the  bowl  j 
■•'or  one  ralh  moment  fends  you  to  the  (hades, 

*)r  (hatters  ev’ry  hopeful  fcheme  of  life. 

And  gives  to  horror  all  your  days  to  come.  450 

*'a(e  arm’d  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ev’ry  plague 
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64.  art  of  preserving  HEALTH; 

That  mins,  tortures,  ordift-ra6ts,  mankind. 

And  makes  tlie  happy  wretched  in  an  hour, 

O’erwhelms  you  not  with  woes  fo  liorrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  fudden  blows.  4.55 
While  clioler  works,  good  Friend  ! you  may  be  wrong ; 
Diftruft  yourfelf,  and  lleep  before  you  fight : 

’Tis  not  too  late  to-morrow  to  be  brave  ; 

If  Honour  bids  to-morrow  kill  or  die. 

But  calm  advice  agaihft  a raging  fit  460 

Avails  too  little  : and  it  braves  the  pow’r 

Of  all  that  ever  taught  in  profe  or  fong 

To  tame  the  fiend  that  fleeps  a gentle  lamb 

And  wakes  a lion.  Unprovok’d  and  calm 

You  reafbn  well,  fee  as  you  ought  to  fee,  465 

And  wonder  at  the  madnefs  of  mankind  ; 

Seiz’d  with  the  common  rage  you  foon  forget 
The  fpeculations  of  your  wifer  hours  : 

Befet  with  Furies  of  ail  deadly  fiiapes. 

Fierce  and  infidious,  violent  and  (low,  470 

With  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fate. 

What  refuge  (hall  we  leek,  what  arms  prepare  ? 

Where  realim  proves  too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles 
To  cope  with  fubtile  or  Impetuous  pow’rs, 

I would  invoke  new  Paflions  to  your  aid;  475 

With  indignation  would  extinguilh  fear, 

With  fear  or  gen'rous  pity  vanquilh  rage, 

And  love  with  pride,  and  force  to  force  oppofe. 

There  is  a charm,  a pow’r,  that  fways  the  breaft. 
Bids  ev’ry  pallion  revel  or  be  (fill,  4?o 

Infpires  with  rage,  or  all  your  cares  difiblves, 

Can  footh  diftraftion,  and  almofi  del'pair : 

That  pow’r  is  mufic  ; far  beyond  the  ftretch 
Of  thofe  unmeaning  warblers  on  our  ftage, 

Thofe  clumfy  heroes,  thofe  fat-headed  gods,  485 

Who  move  no  Pallion  juftly  but  contempt. 

Who  like  our  dancers  (light  indeed  and  ftrong !) 

Do  wondrous  teats,  but  never  heard  of  grace. 

The  fault  is  our’s  ; we  bear  thofe  monftrous  arts. 

Good  Heav’n  ! we  praife  them  ; we  with  loudeft  peals 
Applaud  the  fool  that  highell  lifts  his  heels,  491 
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with  infipid  Ihew  of  rapture  die 
Df  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 

8ut  he  the  Mufe’s  laurel  juftly  fhares, 
f\  poet  he,  and  touch’d  with  Heav’n’s  own  fire,  49^ 
M^ho  with  bold  rage  or  folemn  pomp  of  founds 
nflames,  exalts,  and  ravifties,  the  foul  5 
i''Iow  tender,  plaintive,  fweet  almoft  to  pain, 
n love  dilfolves  you ; now  in  fprightly  ftrains 
Breathes  a gay  rapture  thro’  your  thrilling  bread,  500 
Or  melts  the  heart  with  airs  divinely  fad, 

Or  wakes  to  horror  the  tremendous  firings. 

Such  was  the  bard  whofe  heav’nly  ftrains  of  old 
Appeas’d  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul ; 

Such  was,  if  old  and  Heathen  fame  fay  true,  505 
The  an  who  bad  the  Theban  domes  afcend, 
r\nd  tam’d  the  favage  nations  with  his  fong  ; 

•^nd  fuch  the  Thracian  whofe  melodious  lyre 
Tun’d  to  foft  woe  made  all  the  mountains  weep, 
rooth’d  e’en  th’  inexorable  pow’rs  of  hell,  510 

.^nd  half  redeem’d  his  loft  Eurydice. 

~Iufic  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief, 

‘‘Expels  difeafes,  foftens  ev’ry  pain, 

•ubdues  the  rage  of  poifon,  and  the  plague  ; 

iB.nd  hence  the  wife  of  ancient  days  ador’d 

Ope  pow’r  of  Phyfic,  Melody,  and  Song.  51S 


OF  BENEVOLENCE. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  EUMENES. 

Firjl  printed  in  the  Xear  1751.* 

^IND  to  my  frailties  ftill  Eumenes,  hear; 

^ Once  more  I try  the  patience  of  your  eair, 

Hot  oft’  I ling  ; the  happier  for  the  Town ; 

ioftunn’d  already  they’re  quite  (iiipid  grown 

^'Vlth  monthly,  daily — charming  things  I own.  5 

This  little  piece  wai  addrefTed  ro  a worthy  gentleman,  a«  an  exprefliou 
• iratitude  tur  hia  kiutl  cudcavcHtrs  ao  do  the  Author  a ^rc^t  piece  ot  Tcrvicoi^ 
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Happy  for  them  I feldom  court  the  Nine ; 

Another  art,  a ferious  art,  is  mine. 

Of  naufeous’  verfes  offer'd  once  a week, 

“ You  cannot  fay  I did  it”  if  you’re  fick. 

’Twas  ne’er  my  pride  to  fhine  by  flafhy  fits  lo 

Amongft  the  daily,  weekly,  monthly,  wits : 

Content  if  fome  few  friends  indulge  my  name, 

So  flightly  am  I ftung  with  love  of  fame, 

I would  not  fcrawl  one  hundred  idle  lines — 

Not  for  the  praife  of  all  the  Magazines.  j j 

Yet  once  a moon  perhaps  I fteal  a night. 

And  if  our  fire  Apollo  pleafes  write. 

You  fmile  ; but  all  the  train  the  Mufe  that  follow, 
Chriftians  and  dunces,  (fill  we  qxiote  Apollo : 

Unhappy  (till  our  poets  will  rehearfe  20 

To  Goths,  that  ftare  aftonifh’d  at  their  verfe, 

To  the  rank  tribes  fubmit  their  virgin  lays; 

So  grofs,  fb  beftial  is  the  luft  of  praile ! 

I to  found  judges  from  the  mob  appeal, 

And  write  to  thole  who  mod  my  fubjeft  feel.  25 

Eumenes,  thefe  dry  moral  lines  I trull 
With  you,  whom  nought  that’s  moral  can  difgufl ; 
With  you  I venture  in  plain  homefpun  fenfe 
What  I imagine  of  Benevolence. 

Of  all  the  monfters, of  the  humankind  3® 

What  flrikcs  you  mod  is  the  low  felfifh  mind. 

You  wonder  how  without  one  lib’ral  joy 
The  deady  mifer  can  his  years  employ. 

Without  one  friend,  howe’er  his  fortunes  thrive, 
Defpis’d  and  hated  how  he  bears  to  live.  35 

With  honed  warmth  ot  heart,  with  fome  degree 
Of  pity  that  fuch  wretched  things  Ihould  be. 

You  fcorn  the  fordid  knave. — He  grins  at  you. 

And  deems  himfelf  the  wilerof  the  two. — 

’Tis  all  but  tade  howe’er  we  fift  the  cafe  : 4* 

He  has  his  joy,  as  ev’ry  creature  has. 

’Tis  true  he  cannot  boad  an  angel’s  fliare. 

Yet  has  what  liappinefs  his  organs  bear. 

Thou  likewife  inad’ll  the  hjgh  feraphic  foul 
Maker  Omnipotent  1 and  thou  the  Owl ; 
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eav’n  form’cl  him  too,  and  doubtlels  for  foiri'^  ufe, 
jut  Cranecourt  knows  not  yet  all  Nature’s  views. 

’Tis  chiefly  tafte,  or  blunt,  or  grois,  or  fine, 

Cakes  life  infipid,  beftial,  or  divine. 

Ktter  be  born  with  tafte  to  little  rent  50 

han  the  dull  monarch  of  a continent, 
i/ithout  this  bounty,  which  the  gods  beftow, 
an  Fortune  make  one  tav’rite  happy  ? — No  : 

_3  well  might  Fortune  in  her  frolic  vein 
proclaim  an  oyfter  fov’reign  of  the  main.  55 

'/ithout  fine  nerves,  and  bofom  juftly  warm’d, 
n eye,  an  ear,  a fancy  to  be  charm’d, 
n vain  majeltic  VV ren  expands  the  dome, 

Jlank  as  paie  ftucco  Rubens  lines  the  room, 

loft  are  the  raptures  of  bold  Handel’s  ftrain,  60 

ereat  Tully  ftorms,  fweet  Virgil  fings  in  vain  ; 

^he  beauteous  forms  of  Nature  are  effac’d, 

"empe’s  foft  charms,  the  raging  wat’ry  wafte, 

■:ach  greatly  wild,  each  fweet  romantic  feene, 
nheeded  riles,  and  almoft  unfeen.  65 

Yet  thefe  are  joys  with  I’ome  of  better  clay 
"o  footh  the  toils  of  life’s  embarfal's’d  wa^  ; 

Thefe  the  fine  frame  with  charming  horrors  chill, 

*-  nd  give  the  nerves  delightfully  to  thrill. 

It  of  all  tafte  the  nobleft  and  the  beft,  70 

' he  firft  enjoyment  of  the  gen’rous  breaft, 

• to  behold  in  man’s  obnoxious  ftate 
cenes  of  content,  and  happy  turns  of  fate; 
sair  views  of  Nature,  (hining  works  of  art, 
s.inufe  the  fancy,  but  thole  touch  the  heart.  75 

fhiefly  for  this  proud  epic  long  delights, 

*or  this  fome  riot  on  th’  Arabian  Nights, 

«ach  cafe  is  our’s  ; and  for  the  human  mind 
ITis  monftrous  not  to  feel  for  all  mankind. 

W’ere  all  mankind  unhappy  who  could  tafte  80 

-lyfium,  or  be  folitar’ly  bleft  ? 
flock’d  with  furrounding  fliapes  of  human  woe, 

; 11  that  or  fenfe  or  fancy  could  beftow 
^ou  would  reje£l  with  fick  and  coy  difdain, 
e.iid  pant  to  I'ee  one  cheerful  face  again. 
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But  if  life’s  better  profpefts  to  behold 
So  much  delight  the  man  of  gen’rous  mould, 

How  happy  they,  the  great,  the  godlike  few. 

Who  daily  cultivate  this  pleafing  view ! 

This  is  a joy  poflefs’d  by  few  indeed  ! 

Dame  Fortune  has  fp  many  fools  to  feed 
She  cannot  oft’  afford,  with  all  her-ftore. 

To  yield  her  fmiles  where  Nature  fmil’d  before. 
To  linking  worth  a cordial  hand  to  lend. 

With  better  fortune  to  furprile  a friend. 

To  cheer  the  niodeft  ftranger’s  lonely  Hate, 

Or  fnatch  an  orphan  family  from  fate. 

To  do,  poffefs’d  with  virtue’s  nobleft  fire. 

Such  gen’rous  deeds  as  we  with  tears  admire. 
Deeds  that  above  ambition’s  vulgar  aim 
Secure  an  amiable,  a folid  fame  5 
Thel’e  are  fuch  joys  as  Heav’n’s  firft  fav’rites  feize ; 
Thefe  pleale  you  now,  and  will  for  ever  pleafe. 

Too  I'eldom  we  great  moral  deeds  admire; 

'^he  will,  the  pow’rs,  th’  occafion,  muft  confpire  : 
Yet  few  there  are  fo  impotent  and  low 
But  can  I'ome  fmall  good  offices  bellow : 

Small  as  they  are,  however  cheap  tliey  come. 

They  add  Hill  fomething  to  the  gen’ral  firm  ; 

And  him  who  gives  the  litlle  in  his  pow’r 
The  world  acquits,  and  Heav’n  demands  no  more. 

Unhappy  he  who  feels  each  neighbour’s  woe. 
Yet  no  relief,  no  comfort  can  bellow ! 

Unhappy  too  who  feels  each  kind  elfay. 

And  ibr  great  favours  has  but  yvords  to  pay, 

Who  fcorntul  of  the  flatt'rer’s  fawning  art  ■ 
Dreads  e’en  to  pour  his  gratitude  of  heart, 

^nd  with  a diftant  lover’s  filent  pain 
Muft  the  bell  movements  of  his  foul  reftrain } 

But  men  fagacious  to  explore  mankind. 

Trace  e’en  the  coyeft  paffions  of  the  mind. 

Not  only  to  tlie  good  we  owe  good  will ; 

In  good  and  bad  dillrefs  demands  it  ftill  : 

This  with  the  gen’rous  lays  diftinclion  low. 
Endears  a friend,  and  recommends  a foe.  ’ 
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Jot  that  refentment  never  ought  to  rife, 

,'or  e’en  excefs  of  virtue  ranks  with  vice  ; 

And  there  are  villainies  no  bench  can  awe, 

^hat  fjwrt  without  the  limits  of  the  law, 
io  laws  th’  ungen’rous  crime  would  reprehend  1 50 
Jould  I forget  Eumenes  was  my  friend  : 
m vain  the  gibbet  or  the  pill’ry  claim 
^he  wretch  who  blafts  a helplefs  virgin’s  fame. 

IVhtre  laws  are  dup’d  its  nor  unjuft  nor  mean 
*'ofeize  the  propA'  time  for  honeft  fpleen.  135 

An  open  candid  foe  I could  not  hate, 

Kor  e’en  infult  the  bafe  in  humbled  ftate ; 

:5ut  thriving  Malice  tamely  to  forgive — 
iris  fomewhat  late  to  be  fo  primitive. 

But  I detain  you  with  thei’e  tedious  lays,  140 

IVhich  few  perhaps  would  read  and  fewer  pralfe. 

No  matter,  could  I pleafe  the  polilh’d  few 
IVho  tafte  the  ferious  or  the  gay  like  you. 

fqueamifh  mob  may  find  my  verfes  bare 
Of  ev’ry  grace — but  carfe  me  if  I care.  145 

defides,  I little  court Parnafllan  fame; 

There’s  yet  a better  than  a poet’s  name. 

IT would  more  indulge  my  pride  to  hear  it  faid 
That  I with  you  the  paths  of  honour  tread. 

Than  that  amongft  the  proud  poetic  train  150 

♦Jo  lodem  boafted  a more  claffic  vein, 

pr  that  in  numbers  I let  loofe  my  forg 

(smooth  as  the  Tweed,  and  as  the  Severn  ftrong.  153 


TASTE. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  A YOUNG  CRITIC. 

Firjl printed  in  the  Year  1753. 


Proftrre  quas  fentiat  cur  quifquam  liber  dubitet  ?— Malim,  Menercule^  folu 
infanire,  quam  fubrlus  aut  plebis  aut  patrum  deliberationibus  ip,navite 
aHcntari.  Autor  Auoiiym.  Fragm 


ID  ANGE  from  Tow’rhill  all  London  to  the  Fleet, 
Thence  round  the  Temple  t’  utmoft  Grofvenor 
Street, 

Take  in  your  rotite  both  Gray’s  and  Lincoln’s  Inn, 
Mifs  not  be  fure  my  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 

You’ll  hardly  raife,  as  I with  Petty  * guefs,  5 

Above  twelve  thoufand  men  of  Tafte,  unlefs 
In  defp’rate  times  aConnoilfeur  may  pafs. 

“ Connoiffeur ! what’s  that  ?”  ’Tis  hard  to  fay ; 
But  you  muft  oft’  amidft  the  fair  and  gay 
Have  feen  a wou’d-be  rake,  a flutt'ring  fool,  i« 

Who  fwears  he  loves  the  fex  with  all  his  foul. 

Alas,  vain  Youth  ! doft  thou  admire  fweet  Jones  ? 
Thou  be  gallant  without  or  blood  or  bones ! 

You’d  fplit  to  hear  th’  infipid  coxcomb  cry, 

“ Ah  charming  Nanny  ! it  is  too  much  ! I die !”—  i j 
“ Die  and  be  damn’d,  (fays  one  j)  but  let  me  tell  ye 
‘‘  I’ll  pay  the  lofs  if  ever  rapture  kill  ye.” 

’Tis  eafy  learnt  the  art  to  talk  by  rote, 

At  Nando’s  ’twill  but  coft  you  half  a groat ; 

The  Bedford  School  at  three-pence  is  not  dear  Sir ; ac 
At  White’s — the  ftars  inftruft  you  for  a tefter : 

But  he  whom  Nature  never  meant  to  fliare 
One  fpark  of  Tafte  will  never  catch  it  there — 

Nor  no  where  elfe,  howe’er  the  booby  beau 
Grows  great  with  Pope,  and  Horace,  and  Boileau. 

Good  native  Tafte,  tho’  rude,  is  feldom  \yrong. 

Be  it  in  mufic,  painting,  or  in  fong : 

* sir  William  Pettr,  Author  of  The  Political  Arithmetic. 
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lit  this  as  well  as  other  faculties 

nproves  with  age,  and  ripens  by  degrees. 

ikiiow  my  Dear,  ’tis  needlefs  to  deny ’t,  3® 

3U  like  Voiture  ; you  think  him  wondrous  bright ; 

at  fev’n  years  hence,  your  relilli  more  matur’d, 

"■hat  now  delights  will  hardly  be  endur’d, 
fie  boy  may  live  to  tafte  Racine’s  fine  charms 
■'horn  Lee’s  bald  orb  or  Rowe’s  dry  rapture  warms  ; 
nt  he  enfranchis’d  from  his  tutor’s  care,  36 

ho  places  Butler  near  Cervantes’  chair, 

-with  Erafmus  can  admit  to  vie 
own  of  Squabhall,  of  merry  memory, 

■’'ill  die  a Goth,  and  nod  at  Woden’s  * feaft  4® 
1'  eternal  winter  long  on  Greg’ry’s  f breaft. 

[Long  may  he  fwill  this  patriarch  of  the  dull 
ne  drowfy  mum — but  touch  not  Maro’s  Ikull ! 
h s holy  barb’rous  dotage  fought  to  doom, 
ood  Heav’n  ! th’  immortal  Claflics  to  the  tomb  !— 
nofe  facred  lights  fliall  bid  new  genius  rife  46 

hen  all  Rome’s  faints  have  rotted  from  the  Ikies, 
thefe  your  guides  if  at  the  ivy  crown 
ou  aim,  each  country’s  dallies  and  your  own  ; 

" t chiefly  with  the  Ancients  pafs  your  prime,  5® 
nd  drink  Caftalia  at  the  fountain’s  brim, 
le  man  to  genuine  Burgundy  bred  up, 

'3n  Harts  the  dafh  of  Methuen  in  his  cup. 

rrhofe  fov’reign  mafters  of  the  Mufe’s  fkill, 

re  the  true  patterns  of  good  writing  ftill  5 5 

meir  ore  was-  rich,  and  fev’n  times  purg’d  of  lead  j 

aeir  art  feem’d  Nature,  ’twas  fo  finely  hid. 

no’  born  with  all  the  pow’rs  of  writing  well, 

lhat  pains  it  coll  they  did  not  blufh  to  tell. 

.leii-  eafe  (my  Lords  !)  ne.’er  loung’d  for  want  of  fire, 
ir  did  their  rage  thro’  affedation  tire  j 6 x 

•Alluding  to  ttie  Gothic  heaven,  Woden’s  Half,  where  the  happy  arc  for 
*“!!  beer,  roam,  and  orher  comfortable  liquors,  out  of 

ficulls  ofthofc  whom  they  had  flaln  in  battle. 

^Pope  Gregory  Vf.  dif^inguifhed  by  the  name  of  St.  Gregory,  whofe  pious 
time  of  barbarous;  Ignorance  and  prteftly  tyranny  exerted  itfelf  im 
ionihing  to  the  utmoft  of  l>i#  powirall  the  remaini  of  Heatheu  genius^ 
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Free  from  all  tawdry,  and  impofing  glare. 

They  trufted  to  their  native  grace  of  air : 

Rapt’roiis  and  wild  the  trembling  foul  they  feize. 

Or  fly  coy  beauties  fteal  it  by  degrees  : 65 

The  more  you  view  them  ftill  the  more  they  pleafe. 

Yet  there  are  thoufands  of  fcholaflic  merit 
Who  worm  their  fenfe  out  but  ne’er  talte  their  fpirit, 
Witnefs  each  pedant  under  Bentley  bred. 

Each  commentator  that  e’er  commented  : 70 . 

(You  fcarce  can  feize  a fpot  of  plaftic  ground, 

’With  leagues  of  Dutch  morafs  fo  floated  round) 
Witnefs — But  Sir  I hold  a cautious  pen. 

Left  I ihould  wrong  fome  honourable  men. 

They  grow  enthufiafts  too — ’Tis  true  ! ’tis  pity!  75, 
But  ’tis  not  tv’ry  lunatic  that’s  witty. 

Some  have  run  Maro — and  fome  Milton — mad  5 
Afhley  once  turn’d  a folid  barber’s  head; 

Hear  all  that’s  faid,  or  printed  if  you  can, 

Afhley  has  turn’d  more-folid  heads  than  one.  S9- 

Let  fuch  admire  each  great  or  fpecious  name, 

For  right  or  wrong  the  joy  to  them's  the  fame. 

“ Right  !<’  Yes,  a thoufand  times. — Each  fool  has  heard 
That  Homer  was  a vyonder  of  a bard. 

Defpife  them  civilly  with  all  my  heart — iy 

But  to  convince  them  is  a defp’rate  part. 

Why  fliould  you  teafe  one  for  what  fecret  caufe' 

One  dotes  on  Horace,  or  on  Hudibras  ? 

’Tis  cruel  Sir,  ’tis  needlefs,  to  endeavour 
To  teach  a fot  of  Tafte-^he  knows  no  flavour,  9* 
To  diliinite  I neither  wifh  nor  hope 
A ftiibborn  blockhead  from  his  fav’rite  fop  : 

Yes — fop  I fay,  were  Maro’s  felf  before  -'em. 

For  Maro’s  felf  grows  dull  as  they  pore  o’er  him. 

But  iienr  their  raptures  o’er  fome  fpecious  rhyme,  95 
Dubb’d  by  the  mufk’^1  and  greafy  mob  fublime  j 
For  fpleen’s  dear  fake  hear  how- a coxcomb  prates. 

As  clam’rous  o’dr  liis  Joys  as  lifty  cats  : 

“ Mufic  has  charms  to  tooth  a favage  brcaft, 

“ To  foftcn  rocks  and  oaks,” — and  all  the  reft  ; 
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« T’ve  heard” — Blefs  thele  long  ears! — “ Heav’ns 
“ what  a ftrain  I 

“ Good  God  ! what  thunders  burft  in  this  Campaign ! 
“ Hark,  Waller  warbleS  I Ah!  how  Iweetly  killing  ! 

“ Then  that  inimitable  Splendid  Shilling  ! io+ 

“ Rowe  breathes  all  Shakclpeare  here  ! — Tliat  ode  of 
“ Is  Spenler  quite!  egad  his  very  fire  ! — [Prior 

“ As  like” — Yes,  faith  ! as  gumflow’rs  to  the  role, 

I Or  as  to  claret  flat  Minorca’s  dole  ; 

As  like  as  (if  I am  not  grolTly  wrong) 

! Erie  Robert’s  Mice  to  aught  e’er  Chaucer  fung.  no 
Read  boldly,  and  unprcjudic’d  penile 
! Each  fav’rite  niotlern,  e’en  each  ancient  Mufe. 

' With  all  the  comic  fait  and  tragic  rage 
The  great  Ihipendous  genius  ot  our  llage, 

Boaft  of  our  ifland,  pride  of  humankind,  115 

: Had  faults  to  which  the  boxes  are  not  blind  ; 

: His  frailties  are  to  ev’ry  gofllp  known, 

' Yet  Milton’s  pedantries  not  fliock  the  Town. 

I Ne’er  be  the  dupe  of  names  however  high, 

I for  fome  outlive  good  jiarts,  fome  mifapply.  1 20 

I Each  elegant  Spe6fator  you  admire, 
i But  mud:  you  therefore  I'wear  by  Cato’s  fire  ? 

. Malks  tor  the  court,  and  oft’  a clumfy  jert, 

Difgrac’d  the  Mufe  that  wrought  the  Alchemlft, 

' “ But  to  the  Ancients.’’ — Faith  ! I am  not  clear,  125 
. For  all  the  iVnooth  round  type  of  Elzevir, 

That  ev’ry  work  which  lafts  in  prole  or  fong 
Two  thoufand  years  deferves  to  laft  fo  long  : 
i For  not  to  mention  fome  eternal  blades 
i Known  only  now  in  academic  fliades,  1 30 

(Thofe  facred  groves  where  raptur’d  fpirits  ftray. 

And  in  word-hunting  wafte  the  livelong  day) 

Ancients  whom  none  but  curious  critics  lean. 

Do  read  Meflala’s  * pr-  ifes  if  you  can. 

Ah!  who  but  feels  the  .weet  contagious  fmart  135 
While  foft  Tibullus  001  rs  his  tender  heart  ? 

• A poCTn  of  Tibuilus  In  hcxnTCter  verfe,  as  yawuing  aod  infiplil  as  Ii»* 
arcitnder  and  iiaiural* 
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With  him  the  Loves  and  Moles  melt  in  tears. 

But  not  a vs'ortl  of  fome  hexamettis. 

“ You  grow  lo  fqueani.fh  and  i'o  dev’lifh  dry 
“ You’ll  call  Luci ct ius  vapid  next.”  Not'I  : i.,.* 

Some  find  him  tedious,  othei-s  think  him  lame, 

But  if  he  lags  his  fubjedf  is  to  blame, 

Kough  weajy  roads  thro’  barren  wilds  he  try'd. 

Yet  Hill  he  marches  with  true  Reman  pride  ; 

Sometimes  a meteor,  gorgeous,  rapid,  bright,  145 
He  dreams  athwart  the  philofojihic  night. 

Find  you  in  Horace  no  infipid  odes  ? — 

He  dat’d  to  teirus  Homer  i'ometimes  nods; 

And  hut  for  Cuch  a critic’s  hardy  Ikill 
Homer  might  Humber  iml'ufpedled  ftill.  f 

Talfelefs,  implicit,  indolent,  and  tame. 

At  fecond-hand  we  chiefly  praife  or  blame  : 

Hence  it  is,  forelleone  knows  not  why  nor  how. 

Some  authors  flourilh  lor  a year  or  two, 

For  many  Ibme  ; more  wondryus  ifill  to  tell  i 55 

Farcjuiiar  yet  lingers  on  the  blink  ot  hell; 

Or  folid  merit  others  pine  unknown  ; 

At  fit  If  tho’  Carlos  * I'wimmingly  went  down 
Poor  Bclvidera  fill’d  to  melt  the  town  : 

Sunk  in  dead  night  the  giant  Milton  lay 
'Fill  Somer’s  hand  produc’d  him  to  the  day  ; 

But  ilianks  to  Heav'nand  Add  Ron’s  good  grace 
Now  cv’ry  fop  is  charm’d  with  Chevy  Chafe. 

Specious  and  fage  the  Ibv ’reign  of  the  flock 
Led  to  the  downs,  or  from  the  wave -worn  rock  165 
Reludlant  hiirl’d,  the  tame  implicit  train 
Or  crop  the  downs  or  headlong  feek  the  main  : 

As  blindly  vve  our  I'olemn  leaders  follow. 

And  good,  and  bad,  and  execrable  fwallow. 

Pray,  on  the  firft  throng'd  ev'ning  of  a play  1 ;» 
Tltat  wears  the  facies  Hippocralicai , 

Strong  lines  of  death,  figns  dire  of  reprobation, 

Have  you  net  I'een  the  angel  of  falvation 

* Don  Carlos^  a rrayedy  of  Otway's,  now  long  and  Juftly  fbrpottcn,  went  off 
with  great  apiilaufc,  while  bis  Orphan,  a fomewhat  netter  pcrrormance,  and 
what  yet  more  Orange  hii  Venice  Preferved,  according  to  tht  theatrical 
Anecdotes  of  thofc  times,  met  with  a very  cold  reception. 

t The  Appearance  of  the  fate  in  the  Uil  ftage  of  a conlumption,  as  it  U dtf- 
aribed  by  Hippocrates. 
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i*\ppc3r  fublime,  with  wife  and  folemn  ra[> 

H o teach  thedoubtiiil  rabble  where  toclap^ — J75 

B.’he  rabble  knows  not  where  our  dramas  lii.ne, 

Bat  vhere  the  cane  goes  jrat — “ Jiy  G — that’s  fine  !” 

Judge  for  yourfelf,  nor  wait  with  timid  phhgni 
^ill  fome  illulhious  pedant  hum  or  hem.  179 

The  lonls  who  Ibirv’d  Old  Ben  were  learn’Jly  fond 
Cf  Chaucer,  whom  with  bungling  toil  they  conn’d  ; 

'"'heir  Ions’  whofe  ears  bold  Milton  coidd  not  feiz.e, 
>'VouId  latigh  o’er  Ben  like  mad,  and  fnufF  and  liiecze, 
A.nd  I'wear,  and  feem  as  tickled  a's  you  pleafe  : 

'heir  fpawn,  the  pride  of  this  fubiimcr  age,  185 

^etl  to  the  toes  and  horns  grave  Milton’s  rage, 

"ho’  liv’d  he  now  he  might  appeal  with  fcorn 

lords,  knights,  ’fquires,  and  dotlors,  yet  unborn, 
Erjultly  mad  to  Moloch’s  burning  lane 
flevote  the  choiccft  children  of  his  brain.  190 

Ridge  for  yourfelf,  and  as  you  find  report 
••f  evit  as  freely  as  of  beef  or  port, 
ounds  ! /hall  a pert  or  bluff  important  wiglit, 

Vhofe  brain  is  fapeilefs,  whole  blood  is  white, 

..  mumbling  ape  of  Talte,  preferihe  Uo  laws  195 

’'0  try  the  poets,  for  no  better  caufe 

"'han  that  he  boalls/ier  a>m.  ten  thoufind  char, 

I elps  in  the  Houfc,  or  barely  fits  a peer  ? 

•or  lliame!  for  lhamc!  the  lib’ral  Britifli  foul 
■"o/fcop  to  any  ftale  Dictator’s  rule  ! 200 

I may  be  wrong,  and  often  am  no  doubt, 
ut  right  or  wrong  with  friends  with  toes’t  will  out. 
hus  ’tis  perhaps  my  fault  if  I complain 
f trite  invention  and  a flimfy  vein, 

'*'ame  charafters,  uninterelting,  jejune, 

-nd  pa/Tions  dryly  copy’d  from  Le  B^in*  ; 

■ir  I would  rather  never  judge  than  wrong 
hat  friend  of  all  men  gen’rous  Fcnelon. 

• Firft  pairitrr  tu  Lcwi«  XIV.  who,  to  fpealc  in  faihionubic  French 
■'ed  himtcif  Lewii  the  Grc^r.  ifur  lovcreniin  lords  The  paifiuiis,  LOve, 

d:c<  were  craciou’ly  pleauU  to  tit  to  him  their  turns  for  their  pur*^ 
•lit*,  which  he  WAS  gei)’.:rous  eiiouiih  to  communiCAte  .u  the  public^  to  tne 
*’-»t  improvement  uo  Joubl  of  iiiiiory  paintiug.  It  was  he  who  they  Uid  pci- 
Loucur,  who,  without  halt  his  advADlA^e>,  in  many  ut  ^er  relpctts  was 
i anrc.ifoiiabic  and  provoking  to  dil'play  i veiiiuv  with  which  liib  own  C’jiild 
Aid  o comparifon.  1 1 was  he  ani  his  Gothic  diiciple's  v/ho  with  lly  Icratchek 
a*ACe1  the  mof;  maflcrly  o this  Le  Sueur’s  p«.r.oi'tua'ice.n  a>  oricn  tiicir 

• rbaruut  envy  could  fnu^iy  reach  them.  \ c;  .if.vr  ait  Acl.icvcmciits  i.C 
t'.'d  111  his  bed  ! aCACa:.r"phe  which  could  our  have  happened  to  l>itn  iu  a 
i-iatry  like  this,  w-here  the  fine  a/U  arc  •;.'..aijuity  awu  jadiciouCy  patron. ted 

• they  are  well  underttood. 
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Eut  in  the  name  of  goodncl's  ! muft  I be 
The  dupe  of  charms  I never  yet  could  fee? 

And  then  to  flatter  where  there’s  no  reward— 

Better  be  any  patron- hunting  bard, 

Who  half  our  lords  with  filtliy  praife  befmears. 
And  fing  an  anthem  to  all  minifters, 

Taftc  th’  Attic  lalt  in  ev’ry  peer’s  poor  rebus. 

And  crown  each  Gothic  idol  for  a Pheebus. 

Alas  ! fo  far  from  free,  fb  far  from  brave. 

We  dare  not  (hew  the  little  taftc  we  have. 

With  us  you’ll  fee  ev’n  vanity  control 
The  moft  refin’d  fenfations  of  the  foul. 

Sad  Otway’s  feenes,  great  Shakefpeare’s  we  defy  : 
“ Lard,  Madam!  it  is  fo  unpolite  to  cry  ! — 

“ For  fliame,  my  Dear  ! d’ye  credit  all  tliis  fluff?— 
“ I VOW' — Well  this  is  innocent  enough?” 

At  Athens  long  ago  the  ladies — (marry’d) 

Dreamt  not  they  mifbehav’d  tho’  they  mifearry’d 
When  a wild  poet  with  licentious  rage 
Turn'd  fifty  Furies  loofe  upon  the  ftage. 

They  were  fo  tender  and  fo  eafy  mov’d, 

Heav'ns  ! how  the  Grecian  ladies  muft  have  lov’d  ! 
For  all  the  fine  fenfations  ftill  have  dwelt 
Perhaps  where  one  was  exquifitcly  felt ; 

Thus  he  wlio  heav’nly  Maro  truly  feels 
Stands  fix’d  on  Rajihael,  and  at  Handel  thrills. 
The  grofllr  fenles  too,  the  tafte,  the  fmell. 

Are  l.kely  trucll  whtre  the  fine  prevail : 

Who  doubts  that  Horace  muft  liave  cater’d  well  ? 
Friend,  I’m  a flirewd  obl'erver,  and  will  guefs 
What  books  you  dote  on  from  your  fav’rite  mefs. 
Brown  and  L’Eftrange  will  purely  charm  whome’er 
The  frothy  pertnefs  ftrikes  of  weak  fmall  beer. 
Who  lleeps  the  calf’s  fat  loin  in  greaf'y  fauce 
Will  hardly  loathe  the  praife  that  bafles  an  afs  ; 
Who  riots  on  Scotch  collops  fcoins  not  any 
Infipid,  fulibme,  trafhy,  mifcellany  ; 

And  who  devours  what’er  the  cook  can  difh  up 
Will  for  a claflic  confecrate  each  bifhop  * 

But  Iain  fick  of  pen  and  ink,  and  you 
Will  find  this  Letter  long  enough.  Adieu. 

* See  Fcltou's  CiaiUcs. 
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IMITATIONS. 


aDtertifenicnt  to  tlK  Pcitlt^er. 

THE  following  Imitation  of  Shakefpeare,  was  one  of  our 
Author's  firjl  attempts  in  Poetry,  made  when  he  was  nsery 
young:  it  helped  to  amufe  the  Jblitude  of  a winter pajl  in  a 
•wild  romantic  country  : . and  what  is  rather  particular, 
was  jujl  finijbed  when  Mr.  Tbomfon's  celebrated  Poem 
upon  the  fame  fiibjeSl  appeared.  Mr.  Thomjm  foon  hear- 
ing of  it,  had  the  curiofity  to  procure  a copy  by  the  means  of 
a common  acquaintance.  He  jhewed  it  to  his  poetical  friends 
Mr.  Mallet,  Mr.  Aaron  Hill,  and  Dr.  Young,  who  it 
feesns  did  great  honor  to  it,  and  the  firjl  mentioned  gentle- 
man wrote  to  one  of  his  friends  at  Edinburgh,  defiring  that 
Author' s leave  to  puhlijh  it,  a requejltoo  flattering  toyouth- 
Jul  vanity  to-  be  refijicd : but  Mr.  Mallet  altered  his  mind, 
and  this  little  piece  has  hitherto  remained  unpublijhed. 

The  other  Imitations  of  Shakefpeare  happened  to  have 
been  faved  out  of  the  ruins  of  an  unfioiijhed  tragedy  on  the 
Jiory  of  Tereus  and  Philomela,  attempted  upon  an  irregular 
and  extravagant  plan,  at  an  age  much  too  earl^  for  fetch 
achievements  : however  they  are  here  exhibited  for  the 
fake  of  fetch  guejls  as  may  like  a Utile  rcpajl  of  fcraps. 
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"MOW  Smniiier  vvitli  lier  wanton  court  is  gone 
' 'i'l'  revt'l  on  the  foinh  fiJeotthe  world, 

/m  o nnd  frolic  out  the  livelong  day; 

V/nik-' W inter  rifing  pale  from  northern  leas 
Shr.kes  tioru  his  hoary  locks  the  drizzling  iheiim  : 5 

A kiaft  lb  llirewd  makes  the  tall  body’d  pines 
Ur.iinc'.v’d  bend,  anil  heavy-paced  bears 
Sends  growling  to  their  lavage  tenements. 

Now  blows  the  lurlyborth,  and  chills  throughout 
The  ftift’ning  regions,  while  by  ftronger  charms  10 
Than  Circe  e’er  or  fell  Medea  brew’d, 

Each  brook  that  wont  to  prattle  to  its  banks 
Lies  all  brllill’d  and  wedg’d  betwixt  its  banks. 

Not' moves  tlie  wither’d  reeiis  ; and  tiie  ralli  flood 
That  from  the  mountains  held  its  headftrong  courfe, 
Bury’d  in  livid  flieets  of  vaulting  ice,  16 

Seen  thro'  the  fliamciut  breaches,  idly  creeps 
To  pay  a fcanty  tribute  to  the  ocean. 

What  wonder  ? when  the  floating  wildernefs 
That  fcorns  our  miles,  and  calls  geography  20 

A fliallow  pryer,  from  whole  unlteady  mirror 
The  high-huno;  pole  furveys  liis  dancing  locks. 

When  this  flill  raving  deep  lies  mute  and  dead. 

Nor  heaves  its  fwelling  boliim  to  the  winds. 

Tnc  fuiges  baited  by  the  tierce  north-eaft,  25 

Tolling  witii  fretful  fpleen  their  angry  heads 
’I'o  roar  and  rufli  together. 

E’en  in  the  foam  of  all  their  madnefs  ftruck 

To  mcnu|Tiental  ice  (land  all  aflride 

'i'he  rocks  they  wafli’d  lb  late.  Such  execution,  30 

£0  tfern,  lo  ii'uden,  wrought  the  grilly  a1j3c.fl 

or  terrible  Medula  ere  young  Pcrleus 

With  hi.s  keen  fabre  cropt  her  horrid  head, 

And  laid  her  ferpenls  rolling  in  the  dtiit, 
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Ihen  vvand’iing  thro'  the  woods  flie  frown’d  to  flone 
lieir  Ihvage  tenants  j jult  as  the  foaming  lion  36 

n-ung  tnnous  on  his  prey  her  i'peedier  pow’r 
ut  run  his  hafte : no  time  to  languifli  in, 
tt  fix’d  in  that  fierce  attitude  he  hands 
Kc  Rage  in  marble. — Now  portly  Argofies  4.0 

E wedgd  ’twixt  Neptune’s  ribs.  The  bridg’d  abyfm 
IS  chang'd  our  fliips  tohorfes  ; the  fwift  bark 
lelds  to  lire  heavy  waggon  and  the  .cart, 

Hat  now  fiom  ifle  to  ille  maintain  the  trade, 

lid  where  the  furface  hunting  dolphin  led  45 

ir  fporling  young  is  now  an  area  fit 

ir  the  \vi;cl  I'chool  hoy ’s  paftime. 

IMean-time  tlie  ev’iung  ikies,  crufted  with  ice, 
fting  from  red  to  black  their  weighty  fkirts, 

Ing  mournful  o’er  the  hills,  and  Healing  night  50 
Hti  le  bleak  puffing  winds,  that  leem  to  I’pit 
neir  loam  fparle  thro’  the  welkin,  which  is  nothing 
li'iOt  beheld.  'Anon  the  burden’d  heaven 
|ikts  Iroin  its  ample  fieve  the  faoulted  ihow, 

■ at  fiiui’ring  down  bclprinkles  the  fad  trees  55 

■tnockery  of  leaves,  piles  up  the  hills 
monftrous  attitude,  and  chokes  to  the  lips 
i,e  deep  impervious  vales  that  yawn  as  low 
to  the  centre.  Nature’s  vafty  breaches, 

:;!ile  all  the  pri:  e of  men  and  mortal  things  60 

whelm’d  in  heav’n’s  white  ruins. — 
triie  fiiiv'i  ing  clown  digs  hispbftrutled  way 
iro’  the  ihow  barricad’d  cottage  door, 

■id  muffled  in  his  home-fpun  plaid  encounters 
Hih  livid  cheeks  and  rheum  diftdling  nofe  65 

morning’s  il.arp  anti  fcouriug  breath  I o count 
> Hal  ving  flock,  whole  number  is  all  too  fhort 
r make  tiie  goodly  fum  of  yeHer-night ; 

1 1 deep  ingurgitated,  part  yet  ftruggliug, 
f:!!  their  laH  panrings  melt  themlelves  a grave  70 
I'lVinter's  irolotn,  which  yields  not  to  the  touch 
idle  p.ale  languid  crcl’cent  of  this  world, 

J-it  no.v  With  lean  and  churlilh  hufbandry 
! 
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Yields  heartkflly  the  remnants  of  his  prime, 

And  like  moll  I'pcndthrifts  flarves  his  latter  days 
For  former  ranknefs.  He  with  bleary  eye 
Blazons  his  own  difgrace,  the  harnefs’d  wafte 
Rebellions  to  his  blunt  defeated  fliafts, 

And  idly  flrikes  the  chalky  mountains’  tops 
That  rife  to  kifs  the  welkin’s  ruddy  lips, 

Where  all  the  rarti  young  bvdlies  of  tlie  air 
Mount  their  quick  (lender  penetrating  wings, 
Whipping  the  froll  burnt  villagers  to  the  bones. 
And  growing  with  their  motion  mad  and  furious. 
Till  fwoln  to  tempells  they  outrage  the  thunder. 
Winnow  the  chaffy  fnow,  and  mock  the  fkies 
E’en  with  tlieirown  artillery  retorted, 

Tear  up  and  throw  th’  accumulated  hills 
Into  the  vallies  : and  as  rude  hurricanes 
Difcharged  from  the  wind-fwoln  cheeks  of  heav’n 
Buoy  up  the  fwilling  Ikirts  of  Araby’s 
Inhol'pitable  wilds, 

And  roll  the  dully  defert  thro’  the  fkies. 

Choking  the  liberal  air,  and  linoth’i  ing 
Whole  caravans  at  once,  fuchhavock  ipreads 
This  war  of  heav’n  and  earth,  Inch  I'udden  ruin 
Vilits  their  houfelefs  citizens,  that  flirink 
In  the  falfe  fhelter  of  the  hills  together. 

And  hear  the  temped  howling  o’er  their  heads 
That  by  a 'd  by  o’erwhelm  them.  The  very  birds 
Thofe  few  that  troop’d  not  with  the  chiming  tribe 
Of  am’rous  Summer,  quit  their  ruffian  element. 
And  with  domcdic  tamenefs  hop  and  flutter 
Within  the  roofs  of  perfccuting  man, 

(Grown  holpitable  by  like  lenfe  of  fuff’rance) 
Wliither  the  hinds,  the  debt  of  the  day  difcharg’d 
From  kiln  or  barn  repairing,  fhnt  the  door 
On  Curly  Winter,  crowd  the  clean- fwept  hearth 
And  cheerful  (hining  fire,  and  doffthe  time. 

The  whild  the  maids  their  twirling  fpindles  ply 
With  mudy  legends  and  ear-pathing  tales 
Of  giants  and  black  necromantic  bards. 
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lalr-biiilt  caftles,  feats  of  mad-cap  knights, 

.J  ev’ry  iiollow  fiction  of  romance, 

;J  as  their  rambling  huntour  leads  them  talk  1 15 
, prodigies  and  things  of  dreadful  utt’rance 
aat  let  them  all  agape,  roiife  up  their  hair, 
id  make  the  idiot  drops  flart  from  their  eyes  ; 
church  yards  belching  flames  at  dead  of  night, 
iwalking  ftatues,  ghofts  unaffable  120 

tnting  the  dark  wafte  tow’r  of  airlefs  dungeon, 
cii  of  the  elves  that  deftly  trip  the  green, 
inking  the  lummer’s  moon  light  from  the  flow'rs, 

■id. all  the  toys  that  Phantaly  pranks  up 

. aniuleher  fools  withal. — Thus  they  lalh  on  125 

-.eihail  pac’d  Hyperborean  nights  till  heav’n 

Ings  with  a jufter  poize,  wlien  the  murk  clouds 

fil’d  up  in  heavy  wreaths  low  bellying  feem 

1)  kifs  the  ground,  and  all  the  wafte  of  fnow  dropfy 

toks  blue  beneatli  ’em,  till  plump’d  with  bloating  230 

lyond  the  bounds  and  llretch  of  continence 

sisy  burft  at  once  j down  pours  the  hoarded  rain, 

•aOiing  the  llipp’ry  winter  from  the  hills, 

jid  floating  all  the  vallies.  The  fading  Icene 

-rlis  like  a lolt  enchantment  or  vain  phantalm  135 

jiat  can  no  more  abide  j Nature  refumes 

trold  fublfantial  lhape,  while  from  the  wafte 

t un.iiftihguilhing  calamity 

iiclfs,  and  by  their  Tides,  wide  fkirted  plains, 

iJ’.ife;,  and  trees,  arife,  and  waters  flow,  14.0 

r at  item  their  dat  k confinements  burlting,  fpuni 

s.eir  biitile  chains,  huge  ftieetsof  loofen’d  ice 

• at  on  their  boibms  to  the  deep,  and  jar 

r.d  clatter  as  they  pafs;  th’  o’er  jutting  banks, 

■■lorig  unpiaflis’d  to  fo  fteep  aview,  145 

tern  to  lo;  k dizzy  on  the  moving  pomp. 

Nowtv’ry  petty  brook  that  crawld  along 
piling  its  pebbles  mocks  the  river’s  rage 
ike  the  lo'ud  frt.g  1’  the  fable.  The  huge  Danube, 
fhde  rnt.iiiig  mountains  rufh  into  its  tide,  150 

Hit  with  fuch  headftrong  and  unreined  courfe 
it  would  choke  the  Euxine’s  gulfy  maw. 
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Biirfting  his  cryftal  ctrements.  The  breafliihg  time 
Of  peace  expir’d  that  hufli’d  thedeaf’ning  fcenes 
Of  clani’rous  indignation,  ruffian  War  15 

Rebels,  and  Nature  Hands  at  odds  again  : 

When  the  rous’d  Furies  of  the  fighting  winds 
Torment  the  main,  that  dwells  its  angry  fidcs 
And  churns  the  foam  betwixt  its  flinty  jaws, 

While  thro’  the  favage  dungeon  of  the  night  i6' 

The  horrid  thunder  growls  : th’  ambitious  waves 
AlTault  the  Ikies,  and  from  the  burlting  clouds 
Drink  the  glib  lightning,  as  if  the  feas 
Would  quench  tlie  ever- burning  fires  of  heav’n  ; 

Strait  from  their  flipp’ry  pomp  they  madly  plunge  16 
And  kifs  the  lowcft  pebbles.  Wretched  they 
That  ’midft  fuch  rude  vexation  of  the  deep 
Guide  a frail  vefl'el  ! better  ice-bound  flill. 

Than  mock’d  with  liberty  thus  be  refign’d 

To  the  rough  fortune  of  the  froward  time,  171 

When  navigation  all  a tiptoe  Hands 

On  fuch  unHeady  footing.  Now  they  mount 

On  the  tall  billow’s  top,  and  feem  to  jowl 

Againll  the  Hars,  whence  (dreadlul  eminence  () 

They  fee  with  Iwimming  eyes  (cnougn  to  hurry  ronm 

In  endlefs  vertigo  the  dizzy  brain)  171 

A gulf  that  fwallows  vifion  with  wide  mouth 

Steep -yavvning  to  receive  them  ; down  they  duck 

To  the  rugged  bottom  of  the  main,  and  view 

The  adamantine  gates  of  vaulted  hell ; i S’ 

Thence  tofs’d  to  light  again,  till  borne  adrift 

Againlt  (bmcicy  mountain’s  bulging  fides 

They  reel,  and  are  no  more. — Nor  lefs  by  land 

Ravage  the  winds  that  in  their  wayward  rage 

Howl  thro’  the  wide  unhofpiiable  glens,  iS 

That  rock  the  liable  planteii  tow’rs,  and  fliake 

The  hoary  monuments  of  ancient  time 

Down  to  their  flinty  bales,  that  engage 

As  they  would  tear  the  mountains  from  their  roots. 

And  brulh  the  iiigh  heav’ns  with  their  woody  heads,  191 
Making  the  flout  oaks  bow. — But  1 forget 
'J'hat  Iprightly  Ver  trips  on  old  Winter's  heel. 
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stafe  we  thefe  notes,  too  tragic  for  the  time, 
fcr  jar  againft  great  Nature’s  fymphony, 

"hen  tv’n  the  bluft’rous  elements  grow  tuneful  195 
■ lilten  to  the  concert.  Hark  ! how  loud 
nhe  cuckoo  wakes  the  folitary  wood  ! ' 

lift  fighs  the  winds  as  o’er  the  greens  they  ftray, 
ifiJ  DiOrm’ring  brooks  svithin  their  channels  play. 

PAOGNE’s  DREAM. 

\urllj  exprejfi'vz  of  fame  pafl  Events  that  vjcre  foon  tt  • 
be  revealed  to  her. 

h LAST  night  I dreani’d, 

[fVhate’er  it  may  forbode  it  moves  me  rtrangely) 
jhat  I was  rapt  into  the  raving  deep  : 
fa  okl  and  rcv’rend  fire  condufleil  me; 

plung’d  into  the  bofom  of  the  main,  5 

rd  bad  me  not  to  fear  but  follow  him. 
lollow’d  ; with  impetuous  fpecd  we  div’d, 

|wl  heard  the  dalhing  thunder  o’er  our  heads. 

Jsny  a fllp,.’ry  fathom  down  we  funk, 

(neath  all  plummets’  (bund,  and  reach’d  the  bottom.  10 
ihen  there  I alk'il  my  venerable  guide 
the  could  tell  me  where  my  filler  was  ? 

- told  me  that  (lie  lay  not  far  from  thence, 

inhiii  the  bolbm  of  a flinty  rock, 

ihere  Neptune  kept  lur  for  his  paramour  i j 

M from  the  jeah.us  Amphiti  ire’s  light. 

Id  faid  he  could  conduil  me  to  the  place. 

I^gg’d  he  evoii’d.  Thro’  dreadful  ways  we  pa.^s’d, 
hvixt  rocks  that  frightf  ully  lower’d  on  either  fide, 
iieiice  htrt  and  there  the  branching  coral  fprnng,  a* 
tr  dead  men’s  bones  wc  walk’d,  o’er  heaps  of  gold  and 
*0  a hideous  kiml  of  wiidernefs,  [gems, 

I'-ereftood  a Ibrii  and  prifon  looking  rock, 
iu’o’u  with  a mo  fly  verduie  all  around, 
r- mockeiy  o(  paint.  As  we  drew  near  25 

ft  fprung  a hydra  from  a den  below. 
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A (peckled  Fury  ; fearfully  ir  hil’s’d, 

And  roll’d  its  fea-green  eyes  fo  angrily 

As  it  wou’d  kill  with  looking.  My  old  guide 

Againlt  its  fharp  head  hurl’d  a rugged  done — 

The  curling  monfter  rais’'d  a brazen  (liriek, 
Wallow’d,  and  dy’d  in  fitful  agonies. 

AV e gain’d  the  cave.  Thro’  woven  adamant 
I look’d,  and  faw  my  fifter  all  alone  ; 

Employ’d  flie  Teem’d  in  writing  Tomething  fad. 

So  fad  fhe  look’d.  Her  cheek  was  wond’rous  wan  j 
Her  mournful  locks  like  weary  fedges  hung. 

I call’d — (lie  turning  ftartedwhen  flie  faw  me, 

And  threw  her  head  afide  as  if  afham’d. 

She  wept,  but  would  not  fpeak — I call’d  again  ; 
Still  fhe  was  mute — Then  madly  I addreft. 

With  all  the  lion-finews  of  defpair. 

To  break  the  flinty  ribs  that  held  me  out. 

And  with  the  Itruggling  wak’d. — 
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A STORM. 

Rnifed  to  account for  the  late  return  of  a Mcffenger. 

THE  I'un  went  down  in  wrath, 

“he  ikies  foam’d  hrafs,  and  loon  th’  unchained  winds 
Burft  from  the  howling  dungeon  of  the  north, 

\nd  rais’d  fuch  liigh  delirium  on  thenrain, 

■uch  angi  y clamour,  while  I'uch  boiling  waves  5 

^laih’d  on  the  peeviih  eye  of  moody  night, 
tlook’d  as  if  the  Teas  would  fcald  the  heav’ns ; 

'till  louder  chid  the  winds,  th’  enchafed  i'urge 

ntill  anfwtr’d  louder,  and  when  the  fickly  Morn 

*^etp’d  ruefully  thro’  thebloatej  thick-brow’d  caft 

To  view  the  ruinous  havoc  Of  tne  dark  1 1 

The  llately  tow’rs  of  Athens  I'rem’d  to  ffand 

’)n  hollow  foam  tide  whipt  : the  iliips  that  lay 

Scorning  the  blaft  within  the  marble  arms 

i)f  the  lea-chid  Portumnus  danc’d  like  corks  15 

Upon  th’  enraged  deep,  kicking  each  other, 

And  fome  were  daih’d  to  fragments  in  this  fray 
Againft  the  harbour’s  rocky  cheft  : the  lea 
So  roar’d,  lb  madly  rag’d,  lb  protully  Iwell’d, 

As  it  would  thunder  lull  into  the  Ifreets,  29 

LAnd  Iteep  the  tall  Cecropian  battlements 
dfn  foaming  brine:  the  airy  citadel, 

LPercb’d  like  an  eagle  on  a high  brow’d  I'ock, 

■Shock  the  fait  water  from  its  ftubborn  tides 
' With  eager  quaking  : the  Cyclades  appear’d  25 

1 Like  ducking  coimorants. — Such  a munity 
I Outclamor’d  all  tradition,  and  gain’d  belief 
' To  ranting  prodigies  of  heretolore. 

I Sfv’n  days  It  Itoim’d,  &c.  29 
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AN  IMITATION 


OF  SPENSER,  I 

IVritten  at  Mr.  Thvnfon's  dejire,  to  be  inferUd  int$ 
‘The  Cafile  of  Indolence, 


I 

jpULL  many  a fiend  did  haunt  this  houfe  of  reft, 

And  made  of  pafllve  wights  an  eafy  prey. 

Here  letliargy,  vvith  deadly  flcep  oppreft. 

Stretch'd  on  his  back  a mighty  lubbard  lay, 

Heaving  his  li  les,  and  fnored  night  and  day  : 

To  ftir  him  from  liis  trance  it  was  not  eath, 

And  his  half-open’d  eynefie  Ihut  ftraightway  ; 

He  led  I ween  the  I’ofteft  way  to  death. 

And  taught  withouleu  pain  or  ftrife  to  yield  the  breath. 


ir. 


Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound,  lo 

Soft-fvvoln  and  p ile,  here  lay  the  Hydropfie ; 

Unwieldy  man  ! with  belly  monftrous  round, 

For  ever  fed  with  watery  fupply. 

For  ftill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  ftill  was  dry. 

And  here  a moping  myftery  did  fi",  15 

Mother  of  Spleen,  in  ropes  of  various  dye  ; 

She  call’d  herfelf  the  Hypochondriac  Fit, 

And  frantick  leem'd  to  ibmc,  to  others  I’eem’d  a wit. 


HI. 

A lady  was  fhe  whimfical  and  proul. 

Yet  oft’  thro’  fear  her  pride  would  crouchen  low  ; 20 

She  felt  or  fancy’d  in  her  fiutt’ring  mood 
All  the  difeafes  that  the  fpitals  know, 

And  fought  all  phyfic  that  the  Hups  beflow. 

And  ftill  new  leaclies  and  new  drugs  would  try  ; 

'Twas  hard  to  hit  her  humour  high  or  low,  25 

For  fometimes  fits  would  laugh,  and  fometimes  cry. 
Sometimes  would  waxen  wroth,  and  all  Ihe  knew  not  why. 
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IV. 

f aft  by  her  fiHe  a liftlefs  virgin  pin’d 
With  aking  head  and  Iqueamilh  heart  burnings  ; 
rale,  bloated,  cold,  Ihe  Teem’d  to  hate  mankind,  3® 
tut  lov’d  in  Tecret  all  forbidden  things. 

!\nd  here  the  Tertian  fliock  his  chilling  wings  ; 

And  here  the  Gout,  half  tiger,  half  a fnake, 

_ag’d  with  an  hundred  teeth,  an  hundred  kings. 

^hclc  and  a thouland  Furies  more  did  fhake  3 j 

^’hoie  weary  realms,  and  kept  eale-loving  men  awake. 
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